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THE QUESTION OF GREGORY






CHAPTER ’

Fortunetellers and predestinarians are suspect in our world be-
cause they assign limits to time. Space being bounded and the
map filled in, there is no place for us to give to magic except the
future. So when young men die, we cannot accept it as tragedy—
the bell tolls for us and for our power, we shiver in the unholy
wind of taboo. Superhuman and sacrifice, less than human be-
cause we fear to mourn them, the young men are shoveled under
and the mound heaped with treaties and pacts and scribbled
papers, and a stone monument posed on top like a paperweight
to keep all down. But the wind blows and flutters the corners of
the papers like the fluttering unreachable griefs and memories in
the back of our minds.

The dead do not walk. Guilt walks in the name of the dead.
Grief and love can lay their uneasy spirits, but who loves enough
to do them this last service? Too few. Most of us would rather
be frightened than mourn. Why should the end of a life be more
than a fence around a garden? We must limit space to love it,
but we are afraid to limit time, having taken from Peter the power
to loose and to bind and given it into the keeping of the old man
with the scythe.

In November 1944 a young man named Tim Gregory was killed
near a town called Aachen in that much-fought-over borderland
where Germany, France, and the Low Countries meet. But it took
almost two months for this event to be established, and it was not
until January 4, 1945, that the news of Tim’s death was sent to
his next of kin.

The news did not have far to go. All over the country the
letters from the War Department and the starred telegrams made
laborious journeys through the snow of Maine and Minnesota to
distant villages, hummed on the ice-coated wires, or slumbered
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for hours in a postman’s leather bag. But Tim Gregory’s next of
kin was in Washington, close to the central organization of the
war. John Gregory, Tim’s father, had read a great deal about the
fighting in Germany, including much that had not been in the
newspapers, although the engagement in which his son had been
killed had been too small to be mentioned in the digests he re-
ceived. He was Undersecretary of the Department of Public In-
formation, and he worked very hard at his job as he had worked
at a succession of less important Washington jobs for ten years.
He had come there in 1934, from New Haven, to work for the
New Deal. Tim Gregory had been eleven years old then. Now
Tim Gregory was dead—definitively and finally dead, in black
and white instead of merely in flesh and blood.

The telegram from the War Department was brought into
John Gregory’s office by a Department of Information messenger
(a plump little girl in bobby-socks) and placed on the desk of his
personal secretary. The secretary, whose name was Rose Carmody,
stared at the yellow envelope, wondering why the wire hadn’t
come in the usual way over the telephone. Then out of the ten-
sion of those days of the last German drive, out of her knowledge
of the letters that hadn’t come for six weeks, she divined what it
must be. Startled, she looked up at the messenger girl. This
cherub returned the look gravely, aware of what she had brought,
but insulated by her youth and her anonymity from its effects. Of
course she is only the messenger, thought Rose. and looked down
again.

“Do I sign for this?” she asked.

“Yes, please. Here.”

Rose wrote her usual fluent signature with a touch of amaze-
ment that it came so smoothly. The messenger withdrew her
grave gaze and left. There was nothing for Rose to do but pick
up the telegram, unopened, walk to the Undersecretary’s door,
and go in. She had worked for Gregory for eight years, in one of
those long office associations which, aside from the physical (and
there had never been any suggestion of that), are nearly as in-
timate as marriage. She had brought him some twenty thousand
messages, she supposed. Now she was bringing him the one which
announced the death of his son. She did it as fast as possible,
carrying the telegram like a hand grenade.
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John Gregory sat behind his desk, his swivel chair tilted back,
reading a sheaf of typewritten data stapled together unhandily.
The pages wanted to tear away from the staples, and while it
would have been more convenient to give them a quick yank
and free them it would also have been messy. The report had to
be returned to General Donovan and therefore it was as well not
to let it get messy. So John Gregory read it, and was annoyed,
and missed several rather important points because of his annoy-
ance.

But since Rose was now advancing across the room with the
telegram in her hand, this did not matter very much.

“What is it, Rose?” he grunted at her.

She reached his desk. “This came,” she said, not quite holding
out the telegram to him.

“Why the hell don’t you open it then?” he said violently, and
for the eighth time caught the sheets of the report which he had
turned over, and prevented them from ripping.

Rose tore the envelope open. Since he was in a temper it was
the only thing to do. She knew his temper very well. It was in-
frequent, but when it came it towered like a pillar of fire over
the petty annoyance that had set it off, until everything in the
neighborhood had been consumed. She would have to deal with
his grief after he had read the message. It would be insane to get
in the way of his anger before he knew what was waiting for him.

He reached out and took the telegram from her, still holding
the fiendishly slipping OSS report.

Rose looked over his head out the window.

General Donovan’s papers hit the floor with a slap and were
ripped square across by the heavy metal caster of the chair that
pulled over them.

John Gregory put his head down on the desk, into his folded
arms.

Rose ran around the desk and bent over him. He turned, put
his arms around her waist, and held onto her rigidly, as tight as
he could. His glasses had come off and were hanging from one
ear. She wanted to take them off but she didn’t know how to go
about it. For he held her perfectly still and without moving.

She never forgot that, and afterward she decided that it was
this rigidity of his, the paralysis of his grip, which had made her
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feel there was something odd in the way he took the news. She
could not remember seeing anyone else, in grief, who sat abso-
lutely still. Rose herself came of a large family who combined
an enormous amount of vitality with almost no foresight at all,
and so got into trouble with great frequency. No one of them
ever felt grief without crying, or cried without rocking back and
forth. John Gregory did neither.

In fact, after 2 minute or two, he let her go, reached shakily for
his glasses, put them on, and read the wire again.

“I’m so sorry,” she said inadequately, knowing her inadequacy.
“Oh, John, I'm so——"

“It’s better to know,” he said, and got up, pushing back his
chair and thus completing the ruin of General Donovan’s report.
He turned to look down at it and for the first time his lips
quivered and his hands jumped a little on his wrists.

“T’Il fix it,” said Rose, “I’ll retype it, don’t worry- Are you
going home?” she added, for he had opened the closet door and
taken out his coat.

He stood still, facing into the closet, as if her question had
stopped all movement. “Ellen,” he said, and the name was heavy
in the air. “No. Not yet. Not home.”

“It’s all right,” said Rose quickly again, “I can take care of
everything. The Secretary was going to call you after the cou-
ference this afternoon. I’ll see if I can get the information and
make you a memo. You can call me at home tonight if you want
to know about it, or about any calls or anything—I’ll take care
of it all. Don’t worry.”

“Thank you, Rose,” he said. “You’re wonderful.”

He went out the back way to the elevator. The door shut
behind him quietly, sucked into its jamb by the automatic closer.
She had never felt so alone in all her life.

Wonderful, she thought ironically, leaning against his desk.
What did I do? Nothing—I might as well have been a post or
a tree as a human being. Something to hold onto—and he didn’t
even do that for more than a minute. She began to tremble
suddenly and sat down in his chair. I shouldn’t have let him go
like that. He isn’t—— He ought to—— He ought to have cried.
She sat there remembering her uncle Bryan, rocking and weeping,
weeping and rocking, outside a closed door. Inside, the doctor
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was working on one of her twin cousins who had been thrown
through the windshield of her young man’s car in an auto crash.

He ought to have cried like that, like Uncle Bryan. He’d have
felt better. Uncle Bryan did. And Dora’s face was all cut to bits.

But he’s not like Uncle Bryan. He’s different.

He ought to have cried just the same. It’s more than flesh and
blood can bear to stand such a thing alone and without crying.

And Rose pressed her hands to her cheeks and suddenly, her-
self, was crying—crying and rocking in the Undersecretary’s
chair, where he had sat so still. Bit by bit she felt better, and
stopped and went out to wash her face and then back to her
desk, her work, and the telephone.

John Gregory walked out of the echoing building and into
the thin sunlight of January. There was almost no one in the
street, for it was midafternoon and the government buildings had
sucked their inhabitants back in from lunch and were not yet
pouring them out at the end of the day. It was rawly cold and
the streets were dirty and wet with slush. He would have liked
to take a taxi, but he did not know where to tell the driver to go.

He walked therefore, across the running gutters and the rime-
marked sidewalks, away from the river, north toward the hotels
and the shopping center, toward the White House and the
little parks where, in more clement weather, famous men liked
to sit and sun their auras. He walked this way without conscious
volition, because he wanted to leave behind the area dominated
by the newest government buildings, which seemed to him now
like huge mausoleums. All the intentions of the past twenty years
were buried there—the frantic dreams of the ’20s, the desperate
hopes of the ’30s. And so, after all, was the last of his youth, the
last ten years, the time when he had made his career.

All the time that Timmy had been growing up.

It’s Timmy’s youth that’s buried there.

T’'m only forty-five.

But you’re not—dead. Timmy is dead.

Men my age have died too. I could not go. I could not leave.
I have served

Through his trance a taxi rushed, just missing him and splash-
ing his legs with slush. “Why the hell don’t you look where you’re
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going?” shouted the driver, who had pulled up twenty feet ahead
and stuck his head out the window.

Gregory’s rage blew up about him like a whirlwind. Striding
gigantically, on the wings of its gale, he reached the cab, opened
the front door, and said, “Get out. Get out. You nearly killed
me.”

The driver was young, yellow-haired, driving through the cold
bareheaded. He pulled on the emergency brake and started out
of the cab.

Gregory hit him and knocked him back against the steering
wheel.

The woman in the back of the cab screamed.

The driver put one hand on each side of the door and pulled
himself out. “You dirty: * he said, his fist covering the epithet
he had used. Gregory staggered back and began pulling off his
heavy overcoat. The driver waited, grinning, until he was free,
and hit him again. He tasted blood in his mouth and came in on
the driver, into a haze of blows. A police whistle sounded shrilly,
and then someone was holding his arms. He pulled helplessly at
the pressure behind him and swore. There was a cracking pain in
his shoulder and he went down on one knee and stopped, bent
over, looking at the ground. He spat out a mouthful of blood onto
the gray concrete of the sidewalk and stared at the pattern it
made.

He began to hear words.

“—walking like he was drunk, he was,” the driver was saying,
panting, “and when I yelled at him to get out of the way he came
running up and opened the door and hit me before I even——"

“Let me get up,” said John Gregory.

“You stay where you are,” said a heavy voice behind him.

“—knocked me back into the cab—TI like to broke my back—
he’d-a killed me if I hadn’t hit him back. Ask the lady. Isn’t that
right, lady? Listen, I don’t go looking for trouble, and anyway, I
wouldn’t hit no old guy like him unless I had to. Ask the lady.”

“That’s quite right, officer,” said the woman. “He walked
right across in front of the cab. It was just good luck we didn’t
hit him.”

“Good driving,” said the driver.

“And then he came running up like a crazy man and—"
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“Let me get up,” said Gregory again. There was no answer
except a burst of pain in his shoulder.

“Let’s see your draft card,” said the heavy voice to the driver.

Grumbling, the driver pulled out a cheap wallet, found his
draft card, found his license, and showed them.

“0.K.,” said the voice behind Gregory. “You want to charge
him with assault?”

Gregory surged upward with all his strength. It was not quite
enough. “You bastard,” said the man holding him, and slammed
him down on the ground again. His knee hit the pavement and
he thought dazedly through the pain that it would be unbearable
if he should cry; the last and final indignity. His will clenched on
this determination desperately, and just long enough. Then he
was let go, and fell forward on his hands. The policemen moved
around, took him by the front of his coat, and stood him up like
a puppet. He saw that there was a small crowd gathered around.
A police car drew up with its siren blowing and two more police-
men got out and came through the crowd, saying, “Move along
there. Move along. Move along.” No one budged, and one of
them turned back and started the people going.

The other stopped in front of Gregory and said, “What’s all
this?”’

The driver and the woman and the first policeman all talked
together until the policeman stopped the other two and told the
story.

The second policeman looked at Gregory curiously.

“He nearly killed me,” said Gregory suddenly. He had not
meant to speak at all.

“You nearly killed yourself,” said the policeman. “What’s the
matter? You crazy? Where’s your draft card?”

“I’'m cold,” said Gregory. “Can I have my coat?”’ It was
handed to him grudgingly and he put it on. Even with it on he
still shook, trembling uncontrollably inside the warm, well-made,
all-wool overcoat.

“Where’s your draft card?” said the second policeman again.

There was nowhere to run, no way to get through the group
around him (avid eyes, slack mouths)—for he was its center, it
existed because of him. Perhaps he would never get rid of it, it
would follow him everywhere, little low whispers behind him
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forever. And now he must tell it his name. He wet his lips. The
policeman was waiting.

“Come over here a minute,” Gregory said rapidly to the officer
who had come late, who had not seen—not held his arms behind
him, nor jerked him about in the ultimate physical humiliation.
If he could tell him alone—strike up some kind of an alliance,
no matter what its terms, get someone on his side . . . “Come
over here,” he muttered, “and I'll show »

“You’ll show me right here,” said the policeman in a voice like
iron.

Gregory felt his teeth bite together, reached in his pocket, and
pulled out his wallet, heavy with offical identifications, with
passes to the War Department, the Navy Department, to various
places that were not even known publicly to exist, and handed
the whole thing over. It was at once a desperate gift of his entire
self and an invocation of all the powers behind him.

The policeman took it. “Jesus Christ,” he said after a minute,
and turned and shouted over his shoulder to the lingering rem-
nants of the crowd, “Move along there, move along.” He turned
back to the wallet, found a picture of Gregory, and looked up,
comparing the long lean face under the straight hair with the
one in the photograph. He handed the wallet back slowly. Greg-
ory took it and put it away, waiting, waiting. But his name had
not been spoken and only the one man had seen.

The policeman’s face hardened in decision. “Why did you
hit that man?”’ he asked.

Because he nearly killed me—— Gregory almost said again.
And then stopped, the words dead on his lips. For the policeman’s
decision was double-headed. It had resulted in a question. And
if the question could be answered, then he might walk away a
free man. A sentient and reasonable being awoke within him.
With the speed of light, his instinct for self-preservation raced
round the circle he was caught in, probing for a way out.

The policeman waited.

Gregory wet his lips. “I just got word: he began slowly.
(And horror awoke in him. No, I can’t tell him, he thought, I
can’t. I can’t use Timmy’s death to save myself!) But the voice
went on more swiftly, “I just got word my boy was killed. In
Germany. My only son. I guess I was—I guess I didn’t know

LE]
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quite—what I was doing. I'm sorry,” he said to the driver. He
felt his jaws tighten again and for a moment nearly choked on
the fluent speech, but the voice went on again, automatically,
pouring out of his mouth like vomit, with the same sickly-sweet
familiar taste. “Look, I'm damn sorry. I—I apologize. I just got
the message, the telegram; we hadn’t heard from him for six
weeks, and—TI just got the wire, and I walked out of my office and
——" He reached for his wallet again, more surely now, and
took out a ten-dollar bill. “Would you accept this—just to take
care of any damage?”’

The driver stared at him, his face still grim. Then bhe shook
his head once and said, “Keep it. It’s all right. I don’t want——""
He broke off, turned away, and went over to his cab. The gears
ground and then he called out the window, in the silence, to
Gregory, still holding the money, and the puzzled first policeman
who had not seen the wallet, “Next time pick a fight with some-
body your own age,” and drove away.

“My packages!” said the woman. “He’s gone off with my
packages! Stop him! Catch him!” One of the policemen ran
over to the police car and started in pursuit. The last of the crowd
ran off after him in excitement, and so did the woman.

Gregory and the second policeman were left standing alone on
the pavement.

“How old was he?” said the policeman.

“Twenty-one,” said Gregory briefly.

The policeman shook his head heavily. “I got three overseas,”
he said. “One’s with Patton and one’s——" He stopped, evi-
dently feeling that this was not just the thing to tell Gregory, who
had no one with anybody any more. “You better get home,” he
went on gruffly. “There’s a cab.”

“I can’t,” said Gregory in a tone of gentle lucidity. “My wife.
She doesn’t know yet. I have to tell my wife. About the boy,” he
added in explanation.

“Ain’t she home?” asked the policeman, puzzled.

“Yes. I can’t tell her right off. She’d know something was
wrong if I got home early. I thought——"

“Something is wrong, ain’t it?” said the policeman.

Gregory looked at him and then dropped his eyes and began to
turn away. He had to get away. He had to get a drink, before
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he began to shake, to realize what he had escaped—disgrace,
ruin, the loss of everything he was. But the policeman took his
arm—in a friendly manner, not in the agonizing grip of steel
that his colleague had used—and stood shoulder to shoulder with
him, holding him at the curb. Another taxi came by slowly, and
the policeman waved it to a stop. “You get home and tell her,”
he said. “And get your face fixed. What’s your address?” He
added to the cabby, “You take the gentleman to the address he
tells you right now and no place else. And take him alone. Don’t
pick up any more riders.”

Gregory’s mind whirled in high gear. There was a quiet little
bar on N Street, about eight blocks from his apartment, where
he’d been once or twice. It was a residential neighborhood. His
home address had not been on any of the identifications the
policeman had seen. They didn’t know him in the bar by name,
and he need never go back, after it had served him for sanctuary
today. It would be empty, now, too.

He gave the driver an address that would be approximately
across the street from it.

“0.K.,” said the policeman with grudging trust. “Take it casy
now.” He stood watching the cab drive off. Everything happens
to me, he thought wearily. Where the hell is Gus with the car?

It took more drinks than Gregory had expected before he felt
ready to go home. He had strode through the empty bar swiftly,
when he came in, to the men’s room, tossing his hat into the last
and darkest booth as he passed. He looked at his face imperson-
ally in the mirror, still sustained by elation at his cleverness in
evading the policeman’s orders. His face wasn’t bad. He had a
cut on one cheek, and his teeth had gone into his upper lip, which
was swelling a little, but not too much. The bleeding had almost
stopped. Alcohol’s a disinfectant, he thought, and tried to grin
at himself reassuringly in the glass. But the strange face gri-
macing back at him was not reassuring. He looked away hastily
and went out to his table. At the first drink he had almost shouted
in pain. But it had dulled now, and every few minutes he slipped
a small piece of ice up under his lip and let it rest against the cut.
He had sat quietly in the semi-dark, shivering a little every now
and then, but thinking almost nothing that he was able to recall
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later. The radio and the slow throb of pain in his knee covered
his mind with a soothing layer of monotony until the liquor
began to reach him.

But now it was black dark outside, and the bar had filled. He
would have to go. To do so, he would have to walk past all the
couples in the other booths, past all the people laughing at the
bar. He felt his lip gingerly, and it seemed to him that it must
have swelled much more. Everyone would stare at him—would
remember—would say to one another, “Hey, look at that guy,
he’s sure been in a fight.”

He finished his drink hastily. “Bring me another,” he said to
a passing waiter. “Scotch and soda.” The radio stopped for a
second or two, and then a voice reported the time. Six o’clock.
Ellen. Got to go home. “And a check,” Gregory added, or his
conscience added for him. He paid the check and sat sipping the
last drink. The program changed again. Six-fifteen. Time had
begun to race as the earth plunged into its own shadow. He
pulled himself to his feet, setting his teeth against the explosion
of pain in his knee, and put on his hat—pulled down over his
eyes; his muffler—pulled as high as possible; his coat—with the
collar turned up. He stalked through the crowd to the door,
not looking at anyone, and at last was out in the windy night.

The air hit him like a wet towel. The pleasant anesthesia of
the liquor drained away. He was only eight blocks from home
and from Ellen. Even with his bad knee it couldn’t take him more
than ten minutes or so to walk it. And then—he saw with
perfect clarity the lighted apartment-house lobby; the lighted
elevator; the key in the door; the hall of their apartment; Ellen
coming out of the living room, saying, “Where have you been?”’
Ellen. Ellen to tell about—Timmy. Terror broke over him in a
wave. He couldn’t go on. He stopped, head down, by a lamppost,
and stood there, panting and sweating in the cold night. He felt
as if he’d lost his skin and everything in the world was beating
directly against the exposed nerve ends and the oozing flesh. “Got
to get another drink,” he said aloud. A man without a skin had
a right to another drink. Without even remembering the difficult
escape from the restaurant, he turned and went back in, elbowing
his way through the people at the bar. “Scotch and soda,” he said
again. The bartender slid it up to him fast and dexterously, work-
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ing like a2 well-designed machine in the midst of the crowd. He
drank it deliberately, but it seemed to go very fast—he looked at
the full glass, and when he looked again, there was just an inch
of pale liquid around the ice. He had another. He knew he had
another, and he remembered the last drink, too, when he paid
the check and went, but whether there were any in between or
not he never knew.

He walked out again at last (the crowd was thinning now) and
the air didn’t bother him a bit. His body was numb for a quarter
of an inch deep all over, so it didn’t matter about the skin. You
could have stuck a pin in him (he nodded to himself in agreement
as he thought this) anywhere, if you’d just been careful not to
stick it in more than that quarter inch. His feet went on by them-
selves, a little unevenly, favoring the bad knee, which he had
forgotten. And so as last he came home through every detail he
had foreseen.

The lobby. The elevator. The key in the door. He lifted his
head, stopping, sniffing panic again. But it was too late now. The
door swung open. He was in the hall.

Ellen’s voice was at him before the door had closed behind
him. “John! Where have you been! You know we’re supposed to
be at the Morrells’ today. I'm nearly crazy! When you didn’t
come I called the office and Rose sounded so queer and just said
you weren’t there and I didn’t know what to—— What’s hap-
pened to your mouth? It’s all John!”

He put his hat down on the bench by the door and started
over to her. It was like walking through a bog, through water,
against the tide, like walking in a dream. She watched him in
amazement, her fine-drawn, fine-boned face gone slack with
surprise. He reached her and said, “Ellen. Timmy’s dead. Killed
in action.”

She stood rigid and, before she pitched forward into his arms,
had time for one statement. “You did this,” she said, “you killed
him.” He felt the world slip under his feet and knew what he’d
been dreading.

That was Thursday. On Friday Ellen stayed in bed, sleeping
under sedatives, and Gregory went down to his office. Rose
looked at his face when he came in, and opened her mouth and
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closed it, before she said calmly, “I put that memo on your desk.
You’ll want to look at that first.”

He nodded and went into his private office. He sat with his
back to the light and did all his business over the telephone, seeing
no one. He arranged then to be away for a few days, and left
early. Saturday he took Ellen up to her family’s place in Connecti-
cut.

Rose had managed to get them a drawing room on the Boston
train, although most people had trouble getting any space at all
that winter. But unfortunately they had to change in Stamford
and wait for the afternoon train on the Pittsfield line, north to
Canaan. It was very inconvenient, but Ellen’s brother simply
did not have enough gas to drive across the state to meet them,
or even to pick them up in Hartford. Gregory had told him he
was sure he could get ration coupons to replace what Jim would
use, but his brother-in-law said firmly that the roads were much
too bad for anyone to drive thirty miles over and thirty miles
back without chains, and that chains cut recaps to pieces, and
anyway he couldn’t take time off from the plant. The best he
could do would be to meet the afternoon train in Canaan—that
was almost fifteen miles.

“What happened to the chauffeur—what’s his name—Hous-
ton?”’

Jim just laughed. “You sure lead a sheltered life in Washing-
ton,” he said after a minute. “Last time I heard, he was working
for Chance-Vought in Bridgeport and trying like hell to look
essential. No, I’ll meet you in Canaan, John. Tell Ellen—tell
Ellen she’s to stay here as long as she wants. Tell her Mother
needs her. So long, boy. You know how badly we feel about this.
See you tomorrow.”

They had almost two hours to wait in Stamford. “Really,
John,” said Ellen, “I don’t see why we didn’t take a later train
to New York and change there.” She looked hopelessly around
the wind-swept platform.

“I explained that, dear,” said Gregory carefully. “I thought
we’d get lunch at the inn here—it’s quite good—much better than
railroad food—and break up the trip a little. You remember, we
talked about it. Besides, I wanted you to have the drawing room
for as long as possible. And it’s hard to get taxis in New York,
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even just from Penn Station to Grand Central. And I didn’t
want you getting in the crowds—I thought about it, Ellen, and
told you, and we decided to do this. I thought you agreed. Come
on, dear, we’ll go get some lunch and have a drink. You’ll feel
better.”

“I don’t want to leave the bags.”

“We’ll put them inside and the ticket agent will watch them.”

“No, John, I don’t want to.”

“Look, Ellen, you can’t sit here for an hour and three quarters.
It’s cold outside and it’s stuffy inside. Come along now.”

“You go. I don’t want anything to eat. I'll stay here.”

“Ellen. You come along with me.”

She looked back at him silently for a minute and then put her
head down and walked along beside him. He piled the bags in the
corner, pointed them out to the ticket agent, who grunted at him,
and walked Ellen a few blocks to the inn. During lunch she did
not say one word to him, and she ate almost nothing—soup, a
cup of tea, and a roll. After the first silent course, Gregory went
out to the lobby and bought all the newspapers he could find
and read them for the rest of the meal.

The branch-line was crowded and it was impossible for them
to sit together at first. But after Norwalk it stopped every ten
minutes or so and people filtered off. At Danbury Gregory moved
up next to Ellen and said, “Are you all right?”’

“Perfectly, thank you.”

“Not much longer now.”

She did not answer. The train rumbled on through the early
dark as if it were looking for a place to lay its weary bones down
and rest. New Milford, Kent, Cornwall Bridge—and Canaan at
last. Ellen wrapped her coat around her. Gregory followed her
down the aisle with the bags. She was out of the train before he
got the bags down the steps, looking wildly around the platform.
He put the bags down and took her arm. She was shaking vio-
lently.

Her brother came out of the shadows and said, “Ellen——"

She was in his arms, clinging to him and crying uncontrollably.
“Oh Jim, oh Jim,” was all she could say.

“Poor old girl,” he answered her gently. “Poor old girl.” He
nodded at Gregory over her shoulder. “Car’s back there, John,”
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he said. “The Cadillac. Put the bags in, and I’ll bring her along.”

Gregory stowed the bags in the trunk of the big car, thinking
resentfully that using the Cadillac was a hell of a way to save gas.
Jim and Ellen came along then.

“Want to get in back and stretch out?” asked Jim.

“No, in front with you,” said Ellen as simply as a child.

“O.K. Pass me the robe from back there, John. Thanks. You’d
better get in back, boy. Road’s too icy to ride three in front. I've
got to have room to maneuver.”

Gregory got in back. “It must be a bad car to handle on ice,”
he said. “Eats a lot of gas, too, doesn’t it?”

“Sure does,” said Jim amiably. “More comfortable for Ellen
than the Ford or the station wagon though. O.K., my lads, here
we go. Ellen, Marion wanted me to explain that she didn’t come
along because I drove straight from the plant. We’re all hoping
you’ll settle down and stay for at least a month. Mother’ll be over-
joyed to have you. She misses getting South, and she’s really not
up to going out much this weather. It'll be like a tonic for her to
have you for company. Marion’s so tied down with the house—
we never know from one day to the next whether we’ll have any
help or not >

“Don’t tell me something’s happened to Amelia!” said Ellen
with her first sign of animation.

“Well, you could hardly call Amelia help any longer. Oh, she
putters around and looks after Mother’s things—fixes her break-
fast tray and so on—but the poor old thing’s almost more trouble
than she’s worth. Marion expects to get some people now, after
the holidays, bu »

In the back seat, John Gregory leaned back and closed his eyes.
Jim’s talk flowed on, Ellen answering more and more often. He
felt very tired, very far off, an impersonal intelligence moving
bodiless through the atmosphere. Let Ellen stay here, he thought.
It would be good for her. Let her stay a month—as long as she
wanted.

It was the first time in his life he had ever felt so about Ellen
and her family. He'd never relinquished her to them before with-
out experiencing a brassy aftertaste of resentment and humilia-
tion. He knew what it was—he’d fought it for years—but it had
always returned. Till now. It was the resentment, the so common,
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so ordinary resentment, of a poor man who’d married a rich girl;
the resentment of a boy out of the middle class for his wife’s
extravagant background; resentment of Ohio against cultivated
New England. It was a cheap emotion, he knew that very well.
And he’d fought it and subdued it pretty much—he’d been proud
of himself sometimes. Even Ellen had been proud of him. But of
course they all knew he was fighting it, they all knew it existed,
and so no victory over it could really settle the matter and heal
the difference between himself and Jim, for instance. And it was
always cropping up in odd places where he had not expected it,
spoiling what should have been pleasure and pride in his wife.
He didn’t ride well, for instance. Where would he have learned
to ride well? He could stay on a horse, looking a little ungainly
and awkward, if nothing very surprising happened. But Ellen—
senators’ wives from the hunting counties of the South watched
her with envy. And he’d never learned to shoot. And he could
read French and German and Spanish—but Ellen was the hit of
diplomatic parties. Ellen was fluent and funny in three languages
and knew how old a title was and how much it meant—it was a
great help to him in Washington, but how he hated it in Con-
necticut.

But now it seemed to him that it would be wonderful for Ellen
to spend at least a month here. She would be better away from
him for a while, away from the man to whom she had said, “You
did this, you Tt had been hysteria, of course. But now, for
a while, till it passed, she was better away from him. She had
stayed in Norfolk from time to time without him, in the heat of
Washington summers (though usually, dutifully, she’d taken a
cottage in the Virginia hills, where he could commute or at least
come for week ends), and every time, she’d grown bored with her
family, eager to get back to him. Her return (particularly when
he did not go up to get her) had always become a lovely, aching
repetition of their first discovery of each other. Her returns had
made up to him—not quite, but almost—for his loneliness while
she was away.

The routine of the big household would be good for her too—
comfortable, sunk in tradition, invaded by no new faces, only by
friends of twenty or thirty years’ standing with whom Ellen had
gone to school. They drove him crazy, all of them—but they
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would be good for Ellen now: Jim and Marion, their daughters,
old Mrs. Talcott, the servants (never less than five when John
had been there before; he could not imagine the Talcotts servant-
less), and possibly, settling in for a month at a time, other Tal-
cotts—cousins, aunts, Ellen’s younger sister from California. Yes,
it was the place for Ellen now.

The car stopped, but Gregory sat still for a minute, clinging to
peace and the quiet dark. Then Jim came around the car and
helped Ellen out. The big whitewashed brick house glowed gently
before him. It was time to get out and go show his grief to Ellen’s
family. He set his teeth hard and followed his wife and her brother
to the door.

It snowed Sunday. Mrs. Talcott worried about the fact that no
one went to church, glancing quickly at Ellen as she spoke. But
Ellen quite obviously didn’t want to go. She and Jim played
chess in front of the fire in the living room. (Most of the house
was icy, and the fireplaces ate cords of wood all winter because of
fuel-oil rationing.) Ellen was dressed in blue, a tweed skirt and
a pair of matching sweaters of a soft delicate wool. She always
had sweaters like that, in dozens of colors. The only sign she
showed of anything out of the ordinary was that she would not
listen to news broadcasts. Jim told Gregory to use the radio in the
library so that Ellen would not have to listen. The library had
not been heated all winter, and Gregory sat through the numer-
ous Sunday programs he had to hear, shivering and feeling that
the only appropriate news would be the movement of the latest
glacier. In between broadcasts he helped Marion Talcott with the
housework. Jim had spoken quite truly. The Talcotts had no help
whatsoever, except for Amelia, who was past any usefulness at all
save to consult and converse with old Mrs. Talcott. The two of
them had very definite ideas about the duties of servants, the
unfortunate result of which had been the departure, just before
Christmas, of the couple Marion had been humoring and hang-
ing onto. Another couple was due during the next week from an
agency in New York, but Marion was now almost completely
defeatist about their reaction to her mother-in-law. The four Tal-
cott girls had gone back to boarding school and college.

“Honestly,” said Marion while she and Gregory were finishing
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up the luncheon dishes, “it’s the only way I can deal with the
problem. Delia and Jane are much too young to be away at
school, but I simply cannot manage the house with them home.
Mother Talcott just doesn’t realize—she keeps saying she misses
them—as if I didn’t miss them! But it’s all I can do to get them
to tidy up their rooms when they’re here.”

“It’s awfully hard on you, Marion, I know,’
“You’re the one it really hits.”

“Oh, Jim’s wonderful—such a help. He even wants to cook.
But of course what he knows how to cook is T-bone steak two
inches thick, or brook trout > And Marion pushed the hair
back out of her eyes with the back of her hand and laughed.

“Well, I'm afraid I’m no cook,” said Gregory. “But if there’s
any job I can do——"

“Well,” said Marion without hesitation, wringing out her dish-
cloth and drying her hands, “well, if you really want to——"

“Of course.”

“We do need some more wood inside for the fires. And I'm
afraid I don’t know how much is cut. I haven’t been out to the
woodshed for a week. There’s an ax out there. Do you think »

“Fine!” Gregory was a little doubtful about the heartiness he
managed to get into his voice, but Marion was past caring. “I
haven’t chopped any wood for thirty years, but I’ll do my best.”

So Gregory split wood all afternoon, and Marion went upstairs
and slept for an hour and came down to start supper, and
Amelia brought in tea in the Royal Doulton set, and Mrs. Talcott
poured, and Jim and Ellen played chess, and no one listened to
the radio, and the news sections of the Sunday paper went into
the fire,

The next day Jim went off to work at eight o’clock in the Ford,
and Marion counted Jlaundry and dusted. Ellen, her mother, and
Amelia were smitten with a spasm of turning out drawers and
looking at things Mrs. Talcott had owned for forty years. Gregory
went for a walk.

“Will you be back for lunch?” asked Marion, kneeling in the
middle of the upper hall, surrounded by Irish linen sheets. “I'm
terrified to send these out, I know they’ll rip them, but Mother
won’t sleep in cotton, and they have to be changed at least twice
a week, and I really can’t wash sheets. I just can’t, John.”

s

said Gregory.
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“No, no, don’t worry about me. I’ll take a long tramp and
pick up a bite someplace. I want to stretch my legs. Do me good.”

“I’m sure it will,” said Marion. “Oh, John, you don’t happen
to have your ration books with you, do you?”

“Why—1I suppose Ellen »?

“T just thought, if you had them right in your pocket, and if
you happened to pass a place that had butter——"

“I’'m not going into town,” said Gregory firmly. “And anyway,
they don’t know me. If they won’t give any to you, they certainly
won’t give any to me.”

“No, I suppose not,” said Marion, defeated. “Have a good
walk.” But she was already deep in the face towels.

Gregory pulled on a pair of his brother-in-law’s boots, climbed
into Jim’s leather jacket (not much too big, with a sweater under
it), and set out. He hated borrowing things, but it hadn’t oc-
curred to him to bring any country clothes. The day was brilliant.
The snow that the sun had melted had crusted over into ice and
held his weight except in the drifted hollows. The sky was the
very essence of blue. But the native cedars were mysterious against
it in the long light of the southing winter sun, wrapping a secret
in their copper-green branches. He walked up the hill back of the
house, across the pasture to the woods. Here,'after floundering a
bit in the deep snow, he came out on an old wood road and fol-
lowed it up over the crest. It came down into another little valley,
new country that he did not know, that did not belong to the
Talcotts. The pines were dull green and the oaks and maples
worn brown. Here and there a laurel stood frostbitten above the
flood level of the snow.

The road came out on an old plank bridge and, crossing it,
joined another, where the tracks of a car or two showed. Gregory
stopped on the untraveled side of the bridge, not yet willing to
walk where anyone else had been. The wind did not reach down
here. It was only a wild noise shaking the branches at the top
of the hill behind him. Here the sun was warm. Under the bridge
the water of a little stream ran black. It froze again on the other
side, but the swift pace of the current melted it in the cold shadow
under the bridge, where it would have liked best to rest.

Gregory leaned against the half-rotted board fence on the
bridge and watched it. I wonder exactly how cold it is, he thought
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idly. Not thirty-two degrees. Or does running water have to be
colder than that to freeze? It has to be thirty-two degrees, for a
thing to get cold enough to freeze. The silly rhyme repeated itself
several times in his head. Why thirty-two degrees exactly? How
arbitrary of God. Or Nature. Or Whatever. Or is it not arbitrary?
Is thirty-two degrees something very important? A place where
things change? Thirty-two degrees for water. What temperature
for humans? What is the freezing point, the changing point, where
we can stop and rest? Why must I flow on, under the bridge,
when I want so to stop?

He pulled out a cigarette and lit it. The sun was very warm,
and he felt quiet, almost as if he might relax. He had used the
last match in the pack, and he tossed the empty pack toward the
water. It missed and fell on the edge of the ice. Suddenly he was
insanely irritated. The match pack lay there trembling on the
edge of the current that would carry it out of sight under the ice.
But he had missed, it would not go. It was the only ugly human
thing in this little bowl in the hills, the symbol of all the blots and
dirt of civilization. He had brought it there and had not hidden
it. It was the focus of the whole valley. It was betrayal of his pres-
ence and his good will, the tiny symbol of evil. Always evil. All
the things he did, all the good intentions, issued into this—evil,
and ugliness, and the inefficiency that did not hide them, and
so betrayed him. He picked up a lump of ice and threw it at the
match pack. The ice under it broke, the water ran a little wider,
the match pack was gone.

There was so much for him to do. He was always so busy. It
was hard to watch everything, follow up everything, make sure
of all the results—you couldn’t do it, in his kind of work. These
poll-takers were all right for some kinds of jobs; they could bring
you figures to two decimal places. But how could you get figures
on how much people hated the Germans? Or the Japs? It was
regretfully agreed by everyone that no poll could measure inten-
sity of emotion. Not really. They had tried. But then the questions
had to be angled, and you couldn’t trust what you got. Besides,
you never could tell when you’d run into irrelevant personal
causes that spoiled the general picture—families that had lost
boys, for instance.

I wonder if Timmy ever remembered that summer we went
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to Maine. Ellen had lost the baby, and Timmy and I went alone.
He must have been seven. Or eight. Old enough to swim. How
cold the water was there. We dropped a thermometer in off the
rocks once and couldn’t believe that it was as much as fifty-eight.
We stayed with Dave and Joan Lewis and sailed in their sloop.
Dave let Timmy steer. Or whatever you do to a boat. Steer
doesn’t sound right. Or does it? “Push the tiller toward the sail
if you want to come into the wind.” Timmy seemed to forget all
about that summer later. Of course it’s always hard to tell with
children just what they do remember. Intensity of emotion.

I shall not have any more children now. I am done and through
and sterile.

I never understood why Ellen lost the baby. She’s always been
so healthy. And never, after that As if we’d lost all our
chances when the one bad thing happened. The finger of God.

I did well enough after that. That was when I began to do
well, really.

There was a story I read somewhere long ago about a man
who ate his children.

How can you know? How can anyone judge? They seemed
happy, and everything went so well. And when the war started
this was such a good break, this job.

But, Ellen, he has to go. How can I help it? First of all, he
wouldn’t let me. And secondly, I couldn’t. There’s no reason.
It’s not as if he were a pre-med student. They’ll take the pre-
meds in six months anyway. How can I stop it? I can’t. The draft
board’s watching for anything like that. It would be the worst
thing in the world for the boy to have his father try to use in-
fluence for him. To say nothing of the position it would put me
in. I’'m the guy who tells people why their boys have to go, re-
member? Do you think I’m happy about it? Do you think I feel
any different from you?

She didn’t say anything more, then. She stopped talking about
it. I guess she never really changed underneath.

To tell me like that. “You killed him, you did this, vou killed
him, you did this, you killed hi »?

How could I stop it?

Am I responsible? Am I my brother’s keeper? You could ask
that when it was one man who had been killed. But how can you
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ask it for all the dead? For all the dead boys? How many now?
How many thousand? It becomes absurd.

He’s no different from anyone else, Ellen. So many have died.
Am I responsible for all of them? Will you tell me I killed all of
them? Don’t you see, it becomes absurd. You must see the whole
picture. You must see our place in the whole picture. The fact
that Timmy died is just—a fact. We must accept it. We must
learn to live with it. We must not blame each other.

I always wanted more children.

What did he think, I wonder, about—about us all back here?
They’re bitter, a lot of them. We do the best we can Look,
we know we’re not perfect, but we do the best we can. The young
are impatient and angry. When they get to be our age

But Timmy will never get to be my age. Timmy is dead.

He put both hands on the rail of the bridge and hung on, as if
he’d been hit in the face. The numbed mind had finally delivered
the message, four days late, in spite of all the fences he had put
up. He held onto the bridge and gasped in the icy air, all thought
turned into dark turmoil, timeless as torture, eternal and infinite
in the minutes he stood there. He was frozen to the fence as if
an electric current sealed his hands on it.

It took an external event, in fact, to free him, an event as flat
and two-dimensional as a movie. A car came along the road on
the other side of the bridge, turned to cross it toward him, and
then with a curious lurch slid off the road and buried one wheel
in the snow. These things, as he watched them, made no more
sense to Gregory than would have any other changing pattern
of shape and color.

A man got out of the car. He was dressed in high laced boots,
heavy trousers, and a warm shabby jacket. He came around to
look at the trouble he was in.

It was then that Gregory found himself walking across the
bridge as he would have walked at that moment toward the devil
himself. With the motion, some command of himself began to
come to him again, and he even recognized his voice as it said,
“Can I help you get out?”

The man looked him over thoughtfully. “Guess so,” he said.

They sweated together for fifteen minutes in the bright sun.
Finally, when Gregory had given up shoving from in front and
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tried helping the rear wheel on the ditched side get a purchase,
the chains caught and the car pulled itself out.

“That’s a bad place,” said Gregory, panting.

“Turns so quick chains can’t save you,” said the man. “Well,
guess I'll have to go round if I'm going to get up to Nichols’.
Much obliged to you. Can I take you a piece where you’re
going?”’

Gregory looked around the little valley. It lay silent now, the
quiet turning thoughtfully in over itself, sealing down the pain
he had felt there. But he knew in a moment of panic that all the
emotions he had felt still lingered here, heavy-winged, unable to
fly over the circling hills. Let him be alone again here, and the
carrion vultures of terror and shame would settle once more on
their victim, would sharpen their harpy beaks on his heart. He
must get out—out to where he could see and would be no longer
hemmed in.

He nodded, grunted his thanks, and climbed into the car.

The man drove slowly, sitting well forward, as if to help a
balky horse up a hill. They jounced along the road and left the
valley behind. Gregory drew a deep breath and wiped his face.
A link in one chain had broken and the metal strummed vio-
lently against the fender. Its maddening rhythm provided him
with a new beginning, a place he did not have to remember be-
hind. The spell of repetition restored him bit by bit to himself.
The road began to climb slightly; the car panted. Then, as they
came round a bend, a huge dairy farm revealed itself. The barns
were white and green instead of the usual red. A man in ear muffs
was standing by the mailbox. He waved a couple of letters when
he saw the car, and the man driving stopped, muttering some-
thing under his breath. It was the first time he had spoken since
they had started.

The man by the mailbox came around the car to the driver’s
side and knocked at the window. The driver lowered it a grudg-
ing two inches. His inexpressive face had now assumed what
Gregory guessed must be the one expression it was used to wear-
ing—hangdog sullen resentment.

“Mail for me?” he asked.

“Sure,” said the other man. “Got it right here.” He grinned
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maliciously. “Lucky you stopped back, Tom.” He looked across
Tom at Gregory and winked.

“Let’s have it,” said Tom.

“Got stuck just this side of the bridge, I suppose. Hm? This—
gentleman help you out?”’

“That’s about the size of it,” said Gregory uncomfortably.

“Told you you couldn’t get through, Tom. Don’t know why
you got to be so pigheaded. Seems as if all your poor old brother
Henry has to do is to say you can’t do something, you got to go
off and try it. I knew you »?

Tom growled in his throat, stopping Henry in mid-regret.
“How about my letters?”’ he asked.

“Why, sure. You want ’em now? You’ll be late over to Nichols’
if you stop to read ’em.”

“ Nichols’,” said Tom.

“I’ll get out here,” said Gregory. “Thanks for the lift.” He
shook himself, stamped his feet on the frozen road, feeling wide
awake now, observant, interested, and ready to be alone.

Tom only growled.

“Thank you very much for helping my brother,” said Henry
politely. He handed the letters through the window. The car
shook and leaped out between Gregory and Henry as Tom
pushed the gas down. He hit 2 bump just before a curve hid him
and swayed perilously, but did not lose the road.

“Tom’s excitable,” said Henry thoughtfully. “I have to keep
an eye on him.” He looked Gregory up and down carefully. “You
staying around here?” he asked.

“Mhbm,” said Gregory. An idea had suddenly come to him.
“Quite a place you've got here. What kind of cattle?”

“Ayrshire,” said Henry, but he pronounced it Asher, and Greg-
ory was puzzled for a moment.

“Fine milkers,” he said, however, feeling this would be safe.

“Fourth best milker in the country lives right here. Like to see
her?”?

“I certainly would,” said Gregory. They went into the barn
together. “I guess one of the things you don’t have to worry about
is where you’re going to get enough butter,” he said casually.

“You’d be surprised,” said Henry, “the trouble we got about
that. This OPA—they snoop around on us like it was a crime to
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be in business. We're mighty careful about who we sell to. Got
to be. Got to have our records in order.” He slid his eyes over
Gregory again. Fencing slowly and carefully, they walked through
the cow barn, bargaining as precisely as if they were playing five-
finger exercises together.

Half an hour later, when Gregory left, he had two pounds of
butter—oprice, a dollar a pound. It was an insane little victory he
had won, but it made him feel like himself again. Marion would
certainly be glad to see him, he thought. Jim would be surprised.
Mrs. Talcott could really have butter dripping from her muffins
at tea tonight. Even Ellen

Even Ellen: He could make a funny story out of it, of Tom
and Henry, and the “Asher” cows, and the bargaining. It might
amuse her.

He swung over the ridge of the hill, glancing quickly around
at all the landscape, measuring it, taking it in, carrying his life
warily through it, in the exact center of the horizon’s circle.







CHAPTER 2

Marion stood by the kitchen table looking at him in honest aston-
ishment. “But you didn’t have the ration books, John,” she said.
“How could you get any butter?”

It was the one thing he hadn’t allowed for, and he looked back
at Marion as nonplused as she was herself. To look her in the eye
and say, “It’s black-market butter,” would be as impossible as to
recite an obscene limerick to her. Marion, with friendly righteous-
ness (she never meant to be unfriendly), had reported to the Nor-
folk ration board a neighbor who offered her a quarter of beef
from one of his own steers. Remembering this, Gregory slumped
against the kitchen door. He was physically tired (he’d been walk-
ing almost all day), and he felt that Marion was going to be too
much for him.

At that moment, through the other door from the pantry, came
Ellen with an ice bucket in her hands, and set it down by the sink.
She glanced at her husband in the doorway and said, “Want a
drink, John?”

He straightened—first with a jerk, then slowly so as not to
frighten her. It was the first time she’d spoken to him in friend-
ship since—Thursday night. He tried to sound casual. “Thanks.
What are you making?”’

“Old-fashioneds. Is that all right?’ She went over to the ice-
box and took a tray of ice cubes out.

“Fine. Just what I want.” He had a vague memory, after he
had spoken, that Marion had been being difficult; and an idea,
in the back of his mind, suggested that this would be a good time
to mutter something about washing up, and go. But he was
watching Ellen and he could not go. Her quick fingers were
dropping the ice cubes into the bucket. She had beautiful hands.
Her face was gently absorbed in what she was doing, as if any
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work for her hands relieved the drag of grief on her bewildered
mind, her troubled heart. Occupational therapy, he thought.
Perhaps I ought to take up weaving.

“Ellen,” said Marion.

Oh God Almighty, thought Gregory, here it comes. Here comes
the black market. If he had had a gun—or preferably, he thought,
a death ray—in his hands at that moment, it would have been
almost impossible not to kill Marion.

Her voice was surprised, slightly resentful, and inexorable as
fate. Nothing could stop her. “Do you have your ration books, by
any chance?”

Ellen shut off the water in the sink and turned to look at her.
Gregory waited. “Why?” said Ellen. Gregory blessed the thread
of resentment in Marion’s voice. Accusation of error, direct or
implied, was something Ellen did not put up with.

“Why!” said Marion, more surprised, more resentful now. “I
should think it was a perfectly obvious request when you’re stay-
ing here. Most people would have passed them over to me al-
ready. But I suppose with only the two of you to buy for, you
don’t realize what it’s like to worry about a big family.”

Ellen’s mouth moved, but she didn’t say anything, and Marion
went on without realizing what she had said. “It’s not just the
ordering, you see, it’s the planning. I have to know how many
points I have to count on each week if I'm to use them properly.
Besides——"

“Besides what?”’ said Ellen noncommittally. She was leaning
back against the sink, looking at Marion as if she were a rare and
rather repulsive zoological specimen.

“Besides,” said Marion loudly, furious righteousness overcom-
ing her, “besides, John has brought this back with him, and he
won'’t tell me where or how he got it, and I refuse >

“Brought what back?”’ asked Ellen.

Marion pointed dramatically to the slightly battered package
on the table. “Two pounds of butter!” she said.

Ellen’s shoulders quivered slightly. “Really?” she said. With a
little push from her hands (as if her body were able to take pleas-
ure again in its movements), she left the sink and went over to
the table. “How very enterprising of him,” she said, picking up
the package and unwrapping the brown paper. There was a large
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dent in the top print of butter where, at some moment during the
day, Gregory had apparently rested his elbow. Ellen’s hair fell
forward about her face as she looked down at it. Then her eyes
came up, sparkling with mischief, looking straight across to
Gregory. “Epaminondas,” she said, “I declare you ain’t got de
sense you was born with. Dat’s no way to carry butter. De way to
carry butter is, first you wrap it up in leaves. And den you cool
it in de water, and you cool it in de water: >

“Yes, mammy,” said Gregory. This was Ellen, his darling
Ellen. He could say no more to her. The shock of her reappear-
ance was too great. Enchanted and terrified, he could only watch
and hope she had come back for good. Help me, help me, said
Ellen’s eyes gazing at him, I need your help to become myself
again, I can’t do it alone! But he gave her no help, he could only
watch and hope.

She turned back to the tray and the glasses. “Go wash your
hands,” she said. “T’ll make the drinks. Where did you get it,
John??

And now that necessity was really upon him it was easy to an-
swer. He lied, simply and convincingly. It had not occurred to
him to lie only to Marion. But to Ellen—his dear, his love—the
lie came out without thinking. “Good Samaritan stuff,” he called
back casually over his shoulder. “I helped a man get his car out of
a ditch, and he turned out to be a dairy farmer.” He felt per-
fectly satisfied, even proud, letting the door close behind him.
Every word he had said was perfectly true, and it should not only
satisfy Marion. It should heap on her head, like coals of fire, the
idea that a free gift of butter had been taken only because she
had asked for it that morning. Now why hadn’t he thought of
telling her that before, before Ellen came in? It was so obvious.
To lie by telling the truth—it was the oldest, most useful tech-
nique in the world. But although he would allow himself to feel
no shame, his fatigue came back. He was so tired, so tired. And
when he got downstairs again, Ellen had relapsed into her
shrouded indifference, and all evening long talked to no one, save
to answer Jim when he spoke to her.

Next morning Gregory went back to Washington. The alarm
clock shrilled him awake at six-thirty in the pitch-black night, and
he rose stupidly at its command, dressed clumsily, closed his bag
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on dirty shirts and crumpled ties, and went downstairs. Jim was
in the kitchen making coffee. Marion had squeezed orange juice
the night before. He drank a glass and felt his stomach contract
with horrified surprise at being assaulted by breakfast in the dead
of night.

“Put some toast on, will you?”’ said Jim. “The bread’s right
there. There. Right in the breadbox. No, the red one. Here.”

“Oh,” said Gregory, and put the bread in. Fortunately it was
an automatic toaster. He managed to butter the toast without
dropping any and gave it to Jim.

“Don’t you want some?”’ asked Jim. “You won’t get anything
on the train, and it doesn’t get to New York till eleven-thirty.”

There was an appreciable pause before Gregory’s mind regis-
tered Jim’s question and he answered, “No, thanks. I don’t want
any.”

Jim watched him for a moment as he leaned awkwardly
against the kitchen table. John Gregory had never learned to
carry his height well. All the lines were smoothed out of his face
by sleep. It was a mask. For once you could not tell, looking at
him, whether he was stupid or quick, whether in an argument he
would tread on your heels with his answers, or sit impregnable
behind a concrete wall of prejudiced assumptions and refuse to
listen. You could tell nothing about intelligence from that
stunned, drugged face, still surrendered to sleep. And yet—you
could tell something else. More important, perhaps. You could
tell what kind of a man he was. Though there was no wit showing
in Gregory’s face at all, you could tell that it was his wits that he
lived by.

For almost the first time in his life, Jim felt a stir of pity inside
him for this cranky, unsatisfactory brother-in-law. He looks sad,
he thought. This must have hit him hard somewhere underneath.
It’s too bad he doesn’t know how to handle it. It’s too bad he
never trusted us. Funny he can’t see that just because we love
Ellen, we’re ready to trust him and take him in. But Gregory’s
weary face, wiped clean of the action of his brain, still spoke to
Jim of the things beneath, still said to Ellen’s brother after twenty-
four years, “You can’t trust me. I’'m not your friend. The beloved
woman between us is no bond, but a division. I will work to
betray you in her heart whenever I can.”
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“Have some coffee,” said Jim. “We ought to leave in ten min-
utes or so.”

“Thanks.” Gregory took the cup and wandered over to the
window. But it was still three quarters of an hour till dawn.
There was no streak of light in the sky, and when he put his fore-
head against the glass, and his shadow shielded his eyes from the
light behind him, he could see the glassy winter stars still splin-
tering the sky.

Jim turned on the water in the sink and began to rinse the
orange juice glasses and his coffee cup.

Gregory put down his cup on the kitchen table and walked
over to the door.

“Where are you going?’ asked Jim behind him. “I’m going to
get the car right now. We haven’t——"

“I’ll be right back,” said Gregory, let the door swing to behind
him, and started up the stairs. On the upper landing he paused,
counting the doors in the soft light of the hall. Suppose he walked
in on Marion, or on Mrs. Talcott? No, he knew of course behind
which door Ellen was sleeping. It was just a trick of his brain, to
try to frighten him by suggesting he could make a mistake. But
perhaps she would not want to see him?

She’s my wife, he said to himself, walking toward the third
door.

He opened it and went in with that lost chance of last night,
that appeal he had met with a lie, for company. The room was
icy, the windows flung wide. In the light from the hall, only the
top of Ellen’s head could be seen between the pillow and the
quilt. He shivered going over to her and bent over the bed.

“Ellen,” he said softly. She did not stir. He hung over her,
watching. He knew how warm her bare shoulder would be if he
slipped his hand under the covers to stroke it. He could almost
feel the silken flesh. His hand burned with the cold as it hung
back. She needs to sleep, he told himself. I must not wake her.
“Ellen,” he said again. She would not know he had spoken; she
was far off and dreaming of happiness. But he would speak any-
way, to ears that would hear without hearing, to the mind that
would listen to his words without memory. “I must go now,” he
said. “Good-by. Rest and be happy. Come to me—when you
want to. I must go now, dear. Good-by.” His hand hovered and
he turned away.
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Ellen threw herself over on her back, both arms stretched
above her head. “The glass is broken,” she said. “I can’t see.”
Her face twisted in anger (his breath stopped in his nostrils) and
then relaxed again. She turned on one side, curled herself warmly
beneath the covers, and slept sound.

Below him he heard Jim’s step in the hall. “John!” he called
in a stage whisper that shook the house. Ellen did not hear it.
With an effort like ripping the bandage from a wound, Gregory
turned away from her, closed the door, and went down to Jim.

Coming into Grand Central was like coming back to life. The
senile train had puttered along through the morning in a mildly
addled way, like someone’s great-aunt looking for her knitting.
But New York, full of rush and sinus damp, was a new world.
Gregory really woke up and shook himself. He checked his bag,
went down to the Opyster Bar and ordered lunch, and called
Rose in Washington while he waited. She had a plane seat all
arranged for him. Well-fed, with an armful of papers and a num-
ber-two priority, he was a very different passenger in the after-
noon from the unco-ordinated bundle of fatigue and dreams that
had climbed onto the train at Canaan in the faint light of the late
dawn. He went straight to his office from the air terminal. Rose
had neat lists of phone calls waiting for him, abstracts of every-
thing he ought to know, appointments scheduled for the next day,
and a dozen letters written for him. He spent most of the late
afternoon rewriting the letters (Rose knew pretty well what he
wanted to say, he had to admit that, but she had a habit of
lapsing into Business English), and took Rose out to dinner. They
went to a place where, if you were an undersecretary and they
knew you, you could get tough steak. They had three cocktails
apiece, and Rose told him all the newest talk that couldn’t be
written down, and they laughed about other people in the gov-
ernment. After dinner Rose said she would go back to the De-
partment and finish the letters. Gregory had intended to go back,
too, and begin drafting a memo for the Secretary. But when he
stood up from the table he knew he was too tired.

“Go on home,” said Rose. “You won’t get anything done
tonight.”

“Well—I guess I will. I got up at six-thirty this morning.”



THE QUESTION OF GREGORY 33

Rose tucked the corners of her mouth in neatly so as not to
smile. She got up at six-thirty every morning and was in the office
by ten minutes of eight. Gregory knew that. He’d just forgotten.
When they were working really hard—the time a Senate investi-
gation threatened, for instance—he was down by a little after
eight himself, and put in twelve hours a day three or four times 2
week. He was tired and upset now. And six-thirty did seem
awfully early on cold winter daylight-saving mornings.

“T’ll drop you off then,” he said, “and be down early tomor-
row. I am tired.”

The doorman amazingly had a cab for them. Gregory helped
her in and dropped wearily in a corner. The street lamps flickered
in at them. Rose suddenly felt so tired herself she could have
cried. I want to go home too, she almost shrieked at him, I want
to sleep! But she could not tell him. She was afraid of the wave
of self-pity that swept over her, afraid of the tears that stung her
eyes in the intermittent dark. But I never feel like this, she said to
herself, never! It was as if his fatigne—no, something more—his
despair—had infected her. She wanted to get away from him,
catch her breath, wipe her eyes, and go home.

It seemed to her, though, that the silence was dangerous. She
might sob if it continued. She asked him the first question that
came into her head: “Ellen’s all right?™ Hearing it, she was
appalled.

Gregory stiffened. “Yes,” he said. “She’s—she needs rest.” It
was a completely irrelevant and misleading description of Ellen’s
state of mind, he thought, but he couldn’t dredge up one other
thing to say.

“I’ll get out here,” said Rose. The corner where they had
stopped was two blocks from the Department, but Rose could get
a trolley there. She hoped he wouldn’t notice they hadn’t reached
the Department. If she stayed with him any longer, she was afraid
she would go all to pieces.

“All right,” said Gregory. He opened the door on his side for
her, but did not get out. She scrambled past him, like a rabbit
out of a trap. The door slammed, the cab went on, Gregory
leaned back in his corner. Only one thought veined the great
swollen lump of soreness and fatigue that was his brain—"Rose
wants to hurt me too, I guess!” He was amazed at this, constant,
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progressive amazement that matched “It can’t be true” with “It
must be s0.” “Rose wants to hurt me too.” If it was not true, it
was at any rate becoming very familiar.

The elevator man said politely, “Evening, Mr. Gregory.” As he
spoke, Gregory remembered that he’d left his suitcase behind.
Stuffed with dirty laundry, it stood in the closet of his office. All
the way up in the elevator the picture of it there infuriated him.
He tried to tell himself it didn’t matter—he had another razor,
there must be a new toothbrush around somewhere—but his rage
rose. He opened the door of his apartment. The fusty, dusty,
musty smell that greeted him added to his fury. Gone only four
days, and this was the way he came home to find it! The maid
must have gone off on a spree that wasn’t over yet. He snapped
on the hall lights, snapped on the living-room lights, and stalked
in.

Across the room, on top of the radio, his son’s picture looked
back at him. He stood in the doorway, pierced by its gaze as if
he’d never seen it before. Then, with a shock more immediate
than memory, he was back in the past—years ago when Timmy
was a baby, standing over his crib and staring down at the sleep-
ing face, trying to identify the spirit within from the delicate outer
shell. His mother’s lovely arched eyebrows and molded temples.
His father’s nose and chin—a little too much bone there. But
whose mouth? Whose eyes? He could never tell. They belonged
to no one but Timmy; they were his personal contribution to the
family pattern (that was, of course, always the forced conjunc-
tion of two patterns—mother’s, father’s). Gregory saw life, for a
moment then, as a tide rip, forces always meeting, children
thrown up like standing waves, dynamism meeting itself and—
unable to move forward or back—producing something new, a
shape projected into a new dimension. That had been Timmy—
his one chance. Now the tide had turned and the water lay slack
all around him.

Timmy, Timmy, Timmy! Gregory caught the back of the chair
before him and bent his long body double over his agonizing
hands. There was no more Timmy. Gone forever—all he had
done, all he had never tried. Blown out like a flame, leaving the
dreadful dark behind that would never again be split with light.
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But all Gregory thought, really, was the name. Which meant all
this and more. Which was his only lament.

He stood there some minutes—he never knew how long—and
then went over to the bar and poured a tumbler half full of
whisky. Carrying it very carefully, he went out of the living room,
snapping the light off, leaving Timmy’s picture alone in the dark.
He wished, as he did so, that he were strong enough to cross the
room, pick it up, and hide it in a drawer. But he could not touch
it. He went into the bedroom (dusty, fusty, musty), opened the
window, drank his hooker of whisky, undressed sketchily, and fell
asleep.

Morning was a bad taste in his mouth, a hard shower with a
stiff bath brush, and a hunt for clean shirts. The maid hadn’t
come by eight-thirty. He stalked out (past the living-room door
where the harsh gray light had reduced Timmy’s picture to an
old, not very good photograph) and told the elevator man what
to say to the colored girl if she showed up—*“That no-good lazy
bitch, the place is a pigsty, where’s she been? I know some of the
liquor’s missing.” The elevator man listened in silence, reducing
it all to one sentence, “He sure was mad.” (“Ah,” said Marietta
when she came in, “he’s always mad. I don’t pay him no mind.
My sister’s been sick. I left him a note, right out on the kitchen
table. He didn’t look—too grand to set foot in my kitchen, that’s
him. What for would I drink his liquor? He’s drunk it himself,
and don’t want to say so. He better not talk to me like that,
though.” She laughed with real amusement. “Does he think I
can’t get no other job? Didn’t she come back with him?” “No, he
was alone.”)

He went into a drugstore for breakfast, on the street with the
trolley line. The orange juice was bitter; the toast was cold, sod-
den with margarine.

The papers said the German salient was broken.

It was the first objective message from the outside world that
had really reached him since the news of Timmy’s death. Back in
those days, before the crevasse had opened across his life, the
bulge had still been swelling outward from La Roche and St.
Hubert, Liége was in danger and beyond Liége, Antwerp. And in
spite of everything, in spite of knowing the war was nearly won,
there would come rumors from the pockets of memory of the
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other time—the time when the bulge swelled and burst, and the
wave swept across to the sea, curled back up to Dunkirk. But now
—without elation, indeed with a touch of shame because it had
been necessary to call on faith—now everything one knew had
been proved true: the Germans were halted and starting reluc-
tantly to fall back. It translated itself into work for him to do. He
gulped his coffee, raced out and just caught a car, and was, when
he arrived at the Department, a man with a job that he could do
well.

Now, for six weeks, he was those two people—an efficient tech-
nician doing his work thoroughly and even with imagination,
directing the organization under him, correlating the work, mak-
ing sense out of gossip and rumors and half-thought-out ideas, he
was that. And he was, besides, a lost soul. He tried not to be
alone. Waking in the morning, he would resolve to engage him-
self for every evening, and he did indeed have dinner with many
people he did not particularly like or want to see. But in the office
the other person, the worker, would interrupt his plans, would
make him refuse a party that would interfere with the job, would
send him home alone with a brief case full of papers to be gone
over. January ended and February dragged by—and now the
Russians had driven to the Oder and the western armies were
pouring toward the Rhine—Germany was crumbling away in
bigger and bigger lumps. Six Marines raised a flag on Iwo Jima.
Work piled up on Gregory’s desk; he sprayed his opposite num-
bers in other departments with letters and memos; the line he
advocated began to show up in newspaper stories. A picture mag-
azine interviewed him.

Three times a week Nembutal put him to sleep. The other
nights he used whisky. It was impossible to get any good whisky,
but after the first swallow, the raw stuff that he could buy
numbed his taste and became only the blessed assurance of ob-
livion. He slept dull and drugged and did not remember his
dreams. Only sometimes he would jerk awake in the dark and lie
alone, feeling himself no person, no integer, just a distortion of
energy, a kink in space, a function, not a thing, spinning in the
vast empty night. Night which might at any time grow taut, tug
at the edges of his being, flap like a flag in the breeze, and destroy
him beyond the possibility of having existed.
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The clock would strike the half-hour (some anonymous half-
hour unrelated to any known time) and he would move his legs
heavily under the covers in order to place himself in his body,
feel his volition able to move his muscles. But the night stretched
out around him, past the stars, beyond and beyond, galaxy piled
upon galaxy in the emptiness of space, dribbling off into infinite
velvet blackness that had no name. And against it, only the spark
in the brain leaping like a night light in any breath of wind, the
only hope. But if you are to sleep, you must blow it out. Blow it
out. Blow out your hope, and trust yourself to the blackness to
rock you in its tides, cradle you back to yourself in the impossible
morning. :

The clock struck. The spark leaped in the brain. He lay awake.

The next day was always bad. In the afternoon, fatigue lay like
a lump at the base of his brain. Things went wrong on those
afternoons. His control wore thin and shredded away, the sore
spots underneath were rubbed by the telephone’s ring, inflamed
by the unnecessary questions, the misunderstandings of what he
had already made clear, that had to be made, and made again.
Until finally he would hit out, to cover his hurt and save himself
from the torture. Because she was near, because she was the buffer
between himself and the torment, it was always Rose at whom he
struck. And always, he saw with a faint edge of pleasure, she was
surprised. Every time he hurt her, she was surprised. But she had
tried to hurt him, some indistinct memory justified. She had
taunted him with—she had taunted him. She could blame herself
now for everything she got.

Late in February a letter came from Ellen. She had not written
before. He had telephoned her from the office twice a week or so,
usually in the morning, on days when things were going well.
They told each other how they were, Gregory gave her some
inside information to pass on to Jim (she always forgot it), once
in a while they exchanged gossip about friends.

So the advent of the letter was shocking. It lay on the hall table
when he got home from the office in the late afternoon. He was
going to a cocktail party at the Tylers’, and ordinarily he wouldn’t
have come home first. (Luck? Nothing is luck.) But his fountain
pen had hemorrhaged over his vest and trousers as he took it out
to sign his mail, and he had come home to change.
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The letter had come by air mail, special delivery. He picked it
up and walked into the living room. It might have been flesh and
blood in his hand, he could almost feel a pulse. By the window,
next to Timmy’s picture, he stood, wetting his lips and making
up his mind to open it. (A bit of the future solid in your hand, to
be learned at a jump instead of through the infinite gradualness
of passing seconds, like the familiar dream of seeing the date of
your death all ready on a gravestone.) He ripped it open in a
spasm of panic.

“Darling,” said the letter, in Ellen’s graceful upright hand. He
closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and tried to tell his heart to
stop pounding.

“DARLING,

“I have had about all I can stand of this place and will be
home at the end of the week. Marion is really incredible. Poor
soul, I ought to be sorry for her, but I can’t help feeling that there
is some baffling and unhealthy pleasure she finds in beating her
brains out and working her hands to the bone. Literally, to the
bone. I mean, she could put a little lotion on them, Hind’s Honey
or dear Mr. Winchell’s variety, or something. But no. She delib-
erately keeps them red.

“We are enjoying all the delights of a thaw at the moment,
everything is ankle deep in mud, and Mother keeps talking about
the garden, and where is Turner, and we try to explain. No
Turner, no gardener whatsoever this year, maybe the Collier boys
to cut the lawn once a fortnight if we are all very good little
Talcotts and don’t forget there’s a war on. But it doesn’t pene-
trate at all. She told Jim the other day that since he obstinately
refused to do anything about getting Turner undrafted, she
would take it upon herself to write to the dear senator.”

“But he isn’t a senator any more,” said Jim, attacking this
from the easy end.
“Nonsense,” said Mother.

“The mud keeps us in pretty well—walking is squelch, squelch,
and there goes your rubber—so we have succeeded in getting
thoroughly in each other’s hair. Also the second couple we have
had since I've been here is leaving on Saturday. Marion is taking
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it like an early Christian martyr, but I have the feeling that one
extra in the house does definitely make a difference, and that
things may be easier if I depart. So Marcel, Hedwig, and I shall
all go in a body Saturday a.mM.

“Why don’t you come up and meet me in New York, and let’s
have a week end? Can Rose get tickets for something Saturday
night? Wire me about it.

“Love,
“ELLEN"

Gregory sat down on the arm of the couch, his elbows on the
radio, and buried his head in his arms. He was shaking all over,
and when he got up, the tears had run down his cheeks. He went
into the bathroom and started the shower.

So Ellen came back. They had two days in New York together,
two days in which Gregory thought he made only one mistake.
That was at first meeting. She came up out of the dark train plat-
form into Grand Central and paused, turning her head to look
for him and not seeing him. He stood for a minute watching her,
feeling the image of her in his brain warm gently with this new
confirmation of her, this reassurance of the remembered gestures.
Then he went forward and kissed her.

“Oh, John,” she said, and that was all.

So he spoke, reaching into his mind for some gift to give her,
like a dog bringing an unwanted slipper to its master. And his
mind handed him the thing that he himself had been rejoicing
over. “Isn’t it wonderful,” he said, ‘“‘that we’re across the Rhine?”

Her face was quite blank, pulling away from his shoulder.
“Across the Rhine?”’ she said.

“At Remagen. The First made it—found a bridge——"" He
stopped at the sight of her face, and finished in lame justification,
“It’s in the papers.”

“I haven’t seen the papers,” said Ellen. “Not lately. That’s my
porter, I think.”

He went after the porter without looking back, agonizing in his
heart. But in the taxi, on the way to the hotel, she slipped her
hand through his arm and, in the rickety cab with the worn
springs, they were close together.

He was very careful all week end after that. He thought occa-
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sionally that Ellen was being careful too. This care, this gentle-
ness, almost burst his heart. He wanted to thank her, to adore her,
but if he did he would negate the care. He would let her know
he knew. So they had two days of holiday together, loving each
other carefully, banking the fire in the heart to a warm glow so
that it should not burn the flesh.

At home it was easier. The war in Europe was ending. Germany
went down, through March, like a bombed house collapsing
room by room. In the rubbish were the curious unbelievable
relics of her shame—Buchenwald, Dachau, the insane adolescent
boys who fought on like wolves while the generals surrendered
in all their medals. Over Tokyo now LeMay’s B-2g9s were
dropping their fire bombs. Gregory worked late. All this was not
only a story to be told, but before the story was written papers
must fly from hand to hand, determining what the story was,
exactly, and how it should be told. Then there was the peace
ahead. Roosevelt was home from Yalta. There was so much to be
done in the first unseasonable burst of spring weather.

He wondered occasionally whether Ellen had “seen the papers
lately.”

He went through the headlines quickly at breakfast. She sat
opposite him in a striped silk housecoat, spreading marmalade on
her toast and drinking coffee. He folded the papers and left them
behind when he kissed her and went out. He was still careful not
to talk to her about the news. It was easy enough to do, there
were so many other people to talk to. They called up all evening
when he was home, or he called them. Above all, there was Rose.
He had always trusted her instinct. When he wanted to know
how something would go, what the general reaction to a story
would be, he asked Rose. He had always asked her more often
than Ellen. Ellen’s reply was likely to be made from a point of
view that would occur to absolutely no one else Gregory knew.
Rose’s reaction was useful. Ellen’s was charming, bewildering,
occasionally frightening, but never helpful. It was Ellen he loved,
but Rose was the touchstone mind, reality.

It was Rose who brought him the news that all reality had
ended. He was standing by his office window, looking out over the
green springtime city of Washington. He had an appointment
with the Secretary at four-thirty, and in a minute or two it would
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be time for him to go. Rose burst in the door, leaving it open
behind her. He turned in amazement even before she spoke.

“Oh, John,” she said, “he’s dead, the President’s dead.” She
caught the corner of the big desk and bowed her head over it,
sobbing.

“No,” said Gregory, “it’s not true.” He walked on stiff legs to
the desk and sat down behind it, leaning forward to look up at
Rose’s face.

She nodded hysterically, unable to speak.

“I just had a note from him, Rose, two—three days ago. He’s
been tired ever since Yalta—he’s lost some weight—it’s just a

rumor——"

“Miss—Miss Timkins—called,” gasped Rose. ‘“The Secretary’s
gone to the White House. It’s true, John, it’s true. Oh! He’s
dead!” she finished, and threw back her head in the true keening.

Around the open door behind her, Gregory’s office staff had
collected, openmouthed. “The President is dead,” John said to
them. He stood up. “Someone—help Miss Carmody.” He walked
out blindly and they parted to let him by.

But Rose dashed after him and caught his arm. “John,” she
said, clinging to him, glaring up at him, “where are you going?”’

He put her hands gently away. “I must get home to Ellen,” he
said. “Suppose she just turned on the radio and heard it that
way? Miss—Miss Lynch, will you go home with Miss Carmody
and see that she’s all right? This is a shock to all of us. A dreadful
shock. I—T’ll see you all tomorrow.”

He got a taxi and rode, stone-faced, through the blossoms and
the spring warmth. He looked hard at the taxi driver, hard at the
doorman, as he came home, but their faces betrayed no dread
knowledge. He had a little trouble with the lock before he got the
door open and went in to the cool darkened apartment. But Ellen
was not there.

He was completely amazed. He walked through all the rooms
looking for her. The apartment was quite empty. The colored
maid had left early, leaving a note about groceries to be ordered
the next day. Gregory read it and experienced an insane desire to
tear it up—this silly, useless, disgusting fragment of life. He put it
down carefully. It was then that he noticed his hands had begun
to shake.
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He went hastily back into the living room and sat down on the
sofa, hiding his hands between his knees. He looked over at the
radio (its top was bare now; hadn’t there been something that
stood there?), but he was afraid to turn it on. Perhaps the news
was not officially released yet, and he would have to hear it come
over the radio all over again, framed in the pompous horror of
the announcer’s voice. He could not bear it. So the radio and he
sat in silence together as the light outside faded and the day drew
to its end.

It occurred to him once that there might be work to be done at
the office, the Secretary might be looking for him. It occurred to
him and that was all. He felt absolutely irresponsible about any
such demand. Before he could externalize his feelings and treat
this event as an event, he must take its measure fully within him-
self. In Rome of the Republic, men of honor who could no longer
permit themselves to live had killed themselves by falling on their
swords. It was as if this death were a sword that he must take to
his bosom, slowly, inch by inch. He was aware of fear, but his
first and greatest emotion was anticipation, expectation of experi-
ence. He felt as if, for the first time, he was going to learn what
grief and mourning were, and he was a little awed by such a
prospect, as a boy is awed by his first experience with a woman.

His first grief? But he did not remember Tim once. Tim’s
death had been shattering, frightening, something to be pushed
down into the darkness and hidden away. But Gregory felt now,
in this long spring dusk, like a participant in a classic drama
waiting to go on stage and there at once act, and learn what the
action meant. If there was a meaning to Tim’s death it was one
he did not want to learn. “You killed him, you did this—-—"
The words echoed for a moment in his memory and then he
wrenched his mind back to the formal, noble responsibility of his
grief for the dead President.

The President is dead. I knew him very well.

Really! What kind of a fellow is he? What kind—what kind—
what kind

Oh yes, I know him very well.

Oh yes, Mr. Gregory’s an old inhabitant. You came to Wash-
ington in 1935, didn’t you?
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Nineteen thirty-four.

Really! What kind of a fellow-

Why—it’s a little hard to describe
Charming, yes. Magnetic. Yes.

Does he know—does he mean

Sincere? My dear fellow

When he gave you something you wanted, he pretended it was
a favor you were doing him. “John, it’s a dirty trick to put you
in DPI, but ” When he took something away, he made you
feel proud.

All that is nothing. It’s all unimportant. Because soon I shall
have to think that he’s really—that it’s true

No, I don’t want a drink. Not till I tell Ellen.

Where is Ellen? Why isn’t she home? He got up in hasty panic,
guilty because he had not been thinking of her. Where could she
be? How could she not know what had happened? All over the
city the flags must be at half-mast, the bells tolling, the news
passed from mouth to stricken mouth. What could be keeping
her? Had it been too much for her? Was she sitting alone, taking
the shock alone instead of coming home to him? Where was
Ellen?

Then he heard the key turn in the lock. He waited for the door
to open, tense with anxiety. Did she know or would he have to
tell her?

She laughed. He would have to tell her then. Probably the
news had not been released, for someone else laughed too. He
had a moment of terror that she had brought someone home with
her, and then realized that it was merely the elevator boy un-
locking the door for her. He saw her now, silhouetted against the
light in the hall, her arms full of packages.

“Thank you so much, Joe. I’'m just loaded down, but they
won’t deliver anything these days if it’s under the size of a trunk.
Now if you’ll just put the light on—right there by the door
Thank you ever so much. No, I’m fine now. Good evening.”

She came part way into the living room where Gregory stood
irresolute. By tucking her chin down on her bundles to hold them
tight, she freed one hand and lit a lamp, half turned to go out,
saw Gregory, and let out a little scream.

“Oh! Why, John! Why, John, what are you doing sitting there

You have to know:
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in the dark? Goodness, darling, you scared me! I had no
idea »?

“Ellen,” he said, coming forward to take the bundles, “Ellen,
I have ”

“No, John, I don’t want them here, I want them in the bed-
room.”

“But, Ellen, I just—"

“No, I’ve got them balanced just right. I can:
Oh, I told you! Now honestly ??

“Never mind, I'll pick them up. I wan

“Pick them up! Pick them up’s all very well, but if the perfume
broke And it’s the only Bellodgia I've seen for three
years—— Really, John, why you can’t let me Is it broken?
Here, give it to me.”

“Ellen—Ellen, won’t you come and sit down for a minute? I
want: ?

“If you’ll just let me get these things put away, of course I'll
come and sit down. Oh dear, I’'m afraid——"

“But, darling: Oh, darling, I want to tell you something,
Please a

“Well, it can wait three minutes, I should think. If you hadn’t
fussed me I'd be through now. No, it isn’t broken. Thank
heaven.”

“It can’t wait.”

“Why can’t it—— Oh, very well. All right, I’m sitting down.
What is it?’

“No—anot like that. Oh, Ellen. Oh, Ellen, the President’s—
dead.”

“Yes, I know,” said Ellen. “The cabdriver told me. Isn’t it
awful?”

John! Stop!

39




CHAPTER 3

He unlocked the door of his office in a great mixture of relief
and of terror. He had run to it as his only refuge, his only com-
fort. It had seemed to him that if he could just reach this place of
pure intention and energy well spent, he would be able to catch
hold of his emotions. There was no question but that he had lost
control of himself. He was perfectly prepared to admit that in so
many words; though he would prefer not to remember kow it
had been—the shrinking of power and identity, the feeling of
being caught by a strange surf that was both part of himself and
completely unknown to him. But as soon as he had realized what
was happening, he reminded himself, pushing the door open, he
had got out. That was the right thing. He’d done the right thing,
no question of it. The words had come up in his throat, his
hands had quickened with a life of their own, but he had held on,
held on with the last little strength that remains when you have
understood that all strength is gone and that you must run away.
And he had run away. Run safely with the words hardly hinted
at, with Ellen’s white face not reddened by the mark of his hand
across it.

She should not have said those things. He tried not to remem-
ber them, stumbling across his threshold into the dark office. The
door slammed behind him, and he stood for a moment trem-
bling, waiting. Was there comfort here for him? The only refuge.
If it were to fail him, where could he go? He waited in the dark
and felt nothing until, because he felt nothing, the pressure of
Ppanic rose again. He groped his way toward the desk, and a metal
wastepaper basket caught him in the shin. The burst of pain was,
at last, a release. He felt the couch behind him and sat down
there. Nursing his shin, he cursed, repeating all the profanities he
had ever heard or read. They did him no good. The pain eased
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by itself. The words were nothing—words only, not spells, not
incantations. Why should they be? He dealt in words. They were
only merchandise—so many boxes of farina, so many barrels of
flour. They had lost all power to help. They had lost all
power:

His words to himself, that is. Because he knew that if he had
not run away his words to Ellen would have—

Would have what?

Done what hers did?

Oh yes. Oh yes.

Why, I think, he said to himself in amazement, that I will
never forget this. And the inadequate understatement was almost
more than he could bear. Over his crossed arms clinging to his
body, his bowed head bobbed and nodded in a grotesque repro-
duction of agony. He was clutching himself together around his
wound, as if he were trying to keep the blood from running out of
his body. But it was not that kind of a wound. I have suffered a
mortal injury, he thought, but I cannot die from it.

“John,” said Ellen’s voice, “face it. You might as well face it.”

Oh God, oh God, oh God. He got up in terror, gasping for
breath. It was everywhere. There was no retreat, no refuge, noth-
ing, no place left. All his places were infected. He could run
nowhere that the words could not follow.

But not those words. Oh, not the end, at least. It was bad
enough earlier, but then he had still been able to be angry,
shocked, to react against Ellen. At the end there had been noth-
ing but himself and the experience beating against him. Anything
was better than that, even the beginning when he had at least
been able to respond by hating Ellen. Ellen, his darling, so inex-
tricably his. One mind, one flesh. Or he had thought so. He had
thought so.

Another mockery. She had made that clear.

And he had loved her so.

“Yes, I know it. The cabdriver told me. Isn’t it awful?”

He hadn’t believed it. He’d sat and looked at her in blank
unbelief.

“It’s almost more than you can take in,” she went on. For a
moment he grasped at the words, making them into an apology
for her apparent lack of feeling. It was more than she could take
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in. “That’s what I said to the cabby. He was terribly affected. ‘I
feel as if I'd lost a friend,” he kept saying. “We won’t see anyone
like him again.” He was almost crying. ‘It just doesn’t seem real,’
I said to him. And it doesn’t. I suppose we ought to have ex-
pected it——"

“No!” John burst out before he could stop himself.

“No? Oh, John—you told me yourself he looked tired and you
were worried about him. He never should have gone to Yalta.
And Pa Watson dying——"

“He had to go. Nothing stopped him when he knew it was
right to——" But he couldn’t finish the sentence. He rejected
tears furiously. Cheap—cheap! Sentimental! He thought of
Ellen’s cabdriver looking for easy sympathy from strangers. But
he couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Yes, dear,” said Ellen sympathetically, beside him on the
couch now, slipping her hand through his arm. “I know he had
to. And yet you can’t help thinking if he hadn’t gone—even if he
hadn’t run Well. It’s no good thinking about it now. Would
you like a drink before you dress?’

He just looked at her, and after a minute she explained gently,
“We’re dining at the Fairbanks’ tonight. Black tie.”

Even then, all he did was laugh—a quick spurt of laughter.
Ellen’s face looking down at him—she’d stood up—changed. He
watched it grow taut and wary. “Darling,” she began, “if you
don’t feel up to it I'm sure they’ll understand. Actually, John, it
might be good for you to go out. Better than sitting and
brood——"

He laughed again before she could finish the word. I don’t
want to laugh, he thought in surprise. I don’t want to laugh! And
he managed to stop. But the effort left him panting. He could
hear his breathing loud in the room. It frightened him. She would
speak again before he could catch hold of himself, and she must
not speak again. He must reach her before she said anything else,
anything worse. Surely he could reach her, show her, make her
see and feel what he saw and felt. Surely he could communi-
cate——

“Ellen,” he said. Just that. “Ellen.” It gave him another min-
ute while she waited. Then he began carefully—he had tried so
hard to be careful, he had tried so hard. “Ellen, don’t you realize
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—you must realize—that this isn’t just something that a drink
and a dinner can help? I can’t go and sit with the Fairbanks and
their guests and—talk about this. This is—I don’t know. I
haven’t been able to think. It's the end. It's—"

“The end of what, John? The end of what, dear? It’s not the
end of your career, and you mustn’t think——"

“My career! What do I care about my career, compared
t 0~_____’3

“I care.”

“You care? You do? Then why don’t you care about what I’'m
feeling? My God, I thought if ever there was a man who would
be mourned—— But you're thinking about my career. Why, I'd
throw away my career without a thought—gladly, gladly, if it
could have gained him a month, a week, three days——"

“Don’t!” she said sharply.

He stared at her. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t talk that way. Extravagantly.”

“No.” He shook his head. “It’s not extravagant. It’s the truth.
I feel that way.”

“You can’t feel that way,” she said, almost in a whisper.

“But I do. Can’t! My God, I thought I thought you’d
feel this way too. Ellen I don’t understand. You know—I
thought you knew what I felt about him. I thought you felt the
same.”

She had sat down again now, opposite him. She wasn’t looking
at him. Her hands were twisting together in her lap and she was
looking at them.

“Ellen,” he said, “I thought at the least you’d understand what
this means to me. All my life, ever since we came here I
didn’t have to stay. You know that. There were good offers. You
didn’t want me to take them. You wanted me to stay. And I
stayed, and all my life was—was working for him and everything
he meant. But they were the same. What he meant he was, and
I worked for both. Don’t you understand? Can’t you see what it
means to me? Why, he was like—he was like a father to me. I
loved him, Ellen.”

“I hated him,” said Ellen. “I still do. I hate him.”

The room lay frozen around them. Then with a noise like
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thunder it cracked across and John stared at her across the space
between them.

“You might as well know,” she said. “You might as well realize
right now. For the first time in your life you might as well hear
the truth. I'm tired of lying. I know what they mean by being
sick and tired. I'm sick to my stomach with lying to you. I
thought I could stand it when I came back. And I would have
stood it, I guess. I would have managed if it hadn’t been for this.
Oh, tomorrow I’ll be sorry, tomorrow I’ll think I could have lied
some more, but I'll be wrong. I'm glad, I'm glad, to tell you the
truth. It has to be told. It needs telling.

“I hate him, and I hate you—part of you. The part that’s been
growing and growing, making me sicker and sicker, so sick that
sometimes I’ve lain awake all night with disgust, thinking of
things you’ve said and things you’ve done. Yes, disgust! That
man—this place—they’ve eaten you up, between them. Eaten
up everything that was alive and honest and decent, everything
I respected. You're not a man any more. You’re not a person;
you’re not even anything as individual as a hand or an ear or an
eye. You're a piece of—of protoplasm, that’s all, that can’t live
without other pieces to feed it and think for it, can’t even move
its muscles because its nerves belong to somebody else.

“I know I shouldn’t say this to you. Nobody should say things
like this. And we’ve been married twenty-four years. It isn’t right
to say these things. But I can’t help it. They have to be said if
you don’t know them, if you can’t see them. Nobody should do
the things you’ve done to me, either.

“But I would have stood them all, I would have managed, if
you hadn’t done this to me tonight. Why, John, that man made
you kill your son. Your only son. You sent him out to die for that
man and never thought twice about it. When I begged you—
begged you!—to do something to stop it, you were angry at me
because it might hurt your career. Yes, you were. You said it was
your job to tell people why their sons had to go, and so you
couldn’t do anything for your son. Did you ever think of giving
up that job, or changing that job, so you could save your son? No.
No, it never occurred to you. You wanted him to go. Don’t try to
lie to me, John. I wouldn’t be telling you the truth like this if I
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wanted to be lied to. I know you wanted him to go because it
made you more secure in your job. If anybody asked, you had a
son in the Army, a son overseas. And then you had a son dead.
People sympathized.

“That man wrote you. You showed me the letter.

“And then tonight you tell me that you would have thrown
away your career to give that man three days more to live. When
you wouldn’t even try to use it to save your son.

“Well, I'm glad he didn’t have three more days to live. I'm
glad he’s dead. I wish he’d died before he killed Timmy, but he’s
dead now, just as dead as Timmy is, and I'm glad.

“But don’t you ask me to mourn him, John Gregory, and don’t
tell me that you loved him like a father. If you loved him like a
father, it’s because you don’t know what a father should be. Face
it, John. You might as well face it. You’re not a man—not a real
grown-up man. You weren’t a good father to Timmy because you
were afraid to be, because you didn’t know how to be. Because
you want a father yourself. You were jealous of Timmy. Don’t
try to lie to me, John. You never loved him really.

“But you didn’t have to kill him! It was that man made you
do that! Made you kill my son.”

How do you get rid of such words? Gregory, in his office alone
in the dark, was engulfed by them. When one phrase, through
repetition, slowly lost its killing edge, another welled forward to
take its place. He could not stop them—he knew no ritual of
exorcism, possessed no holy water to heal and purify. It had been
possible to run away from the words themselves, from Ellen,
white-faced and frozen on the love seat in the living room, pour-
ing out this burst of hate and filth and horror. He had tried twice
to stop her and then he had run away because if he had stayed
he would have—become what she had become. Then anything
might have happened, he thought bravely, for it was brave, it
took real courage, for him to try to think at all. And yet he knew
that this was not his real terror. It was not because he was afraid
of striking her that he had come away. It was because he was
afraid of being submerged. Ellen had let go of everything. She
pulled out the black depths of her emotions and pelted him with
what she found there. All he had ever known and recognized her
by had disappeared.
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That was why he had fled. Lest he, too, find himself and his
personality ripped from his hands. He had lost so much. He could
not afford to lose John Gregory. He had gathered John Gregory
up and run with this precious prize to peace, to quiet, to darkness.

But there was no peace. The dark and the quiet were treacher-
ous friends, letting too much in upon him. He was spun about,
buffeted, caught in a whirlpool that would not let him be. He felt
himself sucked down, deeper and deeper. He had always been
afraid of falling. Now he was falling, but the vertigo and fear still
clung to him; it was as if he were falling through a layer of fear
and could expect no respite till he had fallen even lower, falling
faster, faster, out of clogging terror into the keen shocking air of
reality. He longed for the shock, for the pain, but he could not
achieve it. They had taught him that vertigo was the price he
paid for not falling, fear the price he paid for not dying. Now he
was falling, now he was dying, but the price was still exacted, he
could not fall free or die clean.

In desperation he jerked himself back into his body. I want a
drink, he thought, I had better have a drink. Where’s that bottle?
He remembered seeing it in the lower drawer of his desk; he could
see it there clearly. He’d always kept a bottle there until recently.
Until he’d begun to drink too much. Then it had suddenly
seemed embarrassing to him to have people know he had liquor
right there in his desk, close to hand. He never drank during the
day. He’d had it there for people who came in, for visiting fire-
men. But after But during the winter, he’d moved it. And
now his mind was engaged in tricking him. Where had he put it?

He stood up in the dark, remembering a book he’d read re-
cently about an alcoholic, remembering the scene where he’d
hunted frantically for his bottle. He’d been appalled, reading it;
it had seemed horrible and inhuman. Now it made him laugh a
little with a real appreciation of comradeship. He wasn’t alone.
Other people knew this horror, lived in this filth. He wanted a
drink, and he rummaged around in the dark looking for it, and
feeling shame only as a reminder of the comforting warmth of
common humanity.

The bottle was, quite reasonably, on a shelf in the closet next
to an old hat. He took it down and opened it. His hands were
very clever in the dark now. He was ready to drink when he
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smelled the liquor, the sweet cheap whisky, and knew that if he
drank he would lose hold on everything that still kept him to-
gether. In cold fear he put the bottle down. He didn’t dare drink.
If he drank, all the monstrosities about him would take one un-
imaginable step forward, ring him closer about, and prove be-
yond dispute that they were real and living. He could not drink
and manage to hold them off.

So he did not drink. He sat in his office with the bottle open
on the floor beside him and faced the terrors all night. He didn’t
dare sleep, either. He sat with his eyes open and fixed on the win-
dows across from him, illuminated dimly by a lamp in the street
below. The back of the chair on the other side of the desk was an
anonymous dark outline against the window. It occurred to him
once that it looked like a man huddled over the desk with his
head on his arms. After that, he was convinced for a while that
there really was another watcher sitting there with him, and he
tried to breathe quietly so as not to give his presence away, and to
sit without moving.

He was very, very tired. He thought once: I loved Timmy. I
did love him. But just because I never told:

And then he thought once: It’s easier for women. They don’t
have to be brave all the time. They’re allowed to be cowards.
Then he found himself trying to remember a time when Ellen had
behaved like a coward, but he could not. He remembered the
time when the bay mare had reared as she mounted, thrown her,
and gone down on top. Ellen had lain there and said only, “Get
this damn beast off my arm. She weighs too much.” He remem-
bered the time in the hospital when she’d looked up at him and
said, “The baby’s dead, isn’t it?”” and then, “Was it a girl?”
“Another boy,” he’d answered shakily. “Oh,” she said, and then
after a while, “I’'m going to be sick as the devil, darling. Get the
nurse.” He remembered Ellen saying good-by to Timmy. She
hadn’t gone to the station. She’d lain on the couch in the living
room reading the New Yorker, and when Timmy put his bag
down in the hall and came over to her she just put the magazine
down and held her face up for his kiss. “So long, keed,” said
Timmy. “So long,” said Ellen. “Be a good boy, blow your nose
on your hanky, and don’t forget to say thank you.” It was the
formula she’d used when he was six and going to a party. Then
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John had helped Tim into his coat and they’d gone off to the
station. As the door was shutting behind them, John had glanced
back. Ellen was still lying on the couch looking at the New
Yorker. He didn’t think anyone but himself would have known
that her eyes were blind with tears she would not shed. And he
remembered Ellen when her father was dying and would have no
one else with him, not even Jim, who had tried to relieve Ellen
again and again. But it had to be Ellen who sat hour after hour
with her hand in old Mr. Talcott’s, talking when he wanted to
talk, quiet when he seemed to rest, hardly showing the strain
until she was out of his room. No, he could not think of a time
when he had seen Ellen behave like a coward.

And yet he could never believe that it was the same for her as
it was for him. It was easier for her. Perhaps he had hit on the
wrong reason. Perhaps it was not because she was a woman but
because she was a Talcott that life seemed to be able to abuse her
less. She had been bred to honor and courage as she had been
bred to money and culture. She had never had to learn to com-
promise as he had learned to compromise, so that idealism be-
came a valuable asset to a man merely because it raised the price
at which he could be bought. Ellen was not buyable.

Which was easy enough for a Talcott. But all it proved, he told
himself, was a rigidity of outlook, a lack of adaptability, an in-
ability to get along with people. It wasn’t fair to the rest of the
poor miserable harried human race not to be buyable. It denied
your common humanity. When we’re all down in the gutter to-
gether, it’s just plain funny for the Talcotts to pretend to be better
than everyone else.

Yet Ellen was not buyable. Once she had given herself away.
He supposed that what she had done tonight (or was it last night
now?) had been to take herself back.

Oh Jesus, he thought inconclusively, oh sweet Jesus—and shut
his eyes for a minute.

When he opened them the window had grown lighter, dawn
had stolen into the room. His neck was stiff and sore, his shoulders
ached. His chair behind his desk was only a chair. He watched
the square of window, cutting the light geometrically, grow
brighter and brighter. Color began to come alive in the room.
The long night was past, it was another day.
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He picked up the bottle, took a long drink, rolled over on the
couch, buried his head in his arms, and began to cry. Every now
and then he turned back far enough to reach the bottle and drink
from it. But he hadn’t had anything to eat for eighteen hours and
he hadn’t slept. The liquor reached him very quickly.

Rose hadn’t slept much either. She’d fallen into a deep sleep
only about half-past four, and it was barely two hours later when
the alarm clock woke her. She’d lain and looked at the new day
and decided that she would not get up. For once, she thought,
John can get along without me. Then, this decision still clearly in
her mind, she had found herself up, washing her face in the bath-
room. The cold water did very little for her swollen eyes. Katie,
the girl she roomed with, was still asleep. Rose let her sleep. She
made herself a pot of coffee and drank it all before she started
out.

All the way down in the streetcar she’d felt a queer sense of
urgency. It’s just because I went home in the middle of the after-
noon, she thought, and don’t know what’s been going on. Pretty
soon I’ll get to feeling they can’t run the government at all with-
out me, and the men with the white coats will be out looking for
me. But she did feel relieved when she reached the office and saw
that she was the first of Gregory’s staff in. She took the cover off
her typewriter and dusted her desk.

Then she heard the noise in Gregory’s office and got up and
went in.

The opening door terrified Gregory. The bottle he was holding,
still more than half full, slipped from his hand and rolled across
the rug, spilling whisky all over. He reached for it clumsily,
whimpering a little, before he looked up and saw Rose.

“John.” She said his name very softly. Then she came in and
sat down on a straight chair before she spoke again. “What are
you doing here?” she asked.

“Foolish question Number 69,” said Gregory. He couldn’t
see her very well. She seemed to grow closer and then fade away,
and it made him feel sick. He had a right to feel sick if a person
kept doing a thing like that to him. Then he suddenly felt very
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sick indeed and put his feet on the floor to stand up and get into
the bathroom. But his feet got tangled up queerly and then he
was sick—sick all over the floor.

“Oh God!” said Rose, and turned her head away.

He looked up at her when he could. He could see her better
now. Her eyes were closed in her white face, her lips were curled,
and her throat moved with disgust. His first thought, looking at
her, was surprise and anger that she had not tried to help him.
Rose always helped him. But she didn’t now. After a minute she
got up abruptly, went to the window, and opened it. She stood
there breathing in the morning air for a moment and then went
into the bathroom. He heard the light switch click, the water run,
and then she came out with some damp towels and began to
clean up the mess he had made.

“You look disgusted,” he said thickly.

She didn’t answer. He cleared his throat and said, “I am dis-
gusting, aren’t I?”

“Yes,” said Rose. She bundled the towels together and went
back to the bathroom, threw them in, and closed the door.

“You’d better get out of here,” she said. “They’ll be coming in
soon. You’d better go home and sleep it off. Does Ellen know
where you are?”’

“That’s my wife you’re talking about,” said Gregory. “Don’t
talk that way about my wife. The bitch.”

Rose’s breath came in sharply between her teeth and she started
for the door.

“Wait,” said Gregory. She paused with her hand on the knob,
her back toward him. “You don’t understand,” he said. “Ellen
—1I can’t go back there. She said things.”

Rose turned around and leaned against the door. She was
positive that she and Ellen were friends, but she had been accused
before, by suddenly jealous women, of misbehavior with their
husbands, for whom she worked. She did not feel very young,
but she knew she was young enough for a distrait wife to weave
fantasies about. “What things?’ she asked.

Gregory looked at her and for a moment honestly tried to tell
her what things. He wanted to tell her. She would certainly
sympathize. But he couldn’t remember now what Ellen had
said. He shook his head.
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“Things about me?” asked Rose steadily.

“No,” said Gregory. “Yes. I don’t know. They were awful.”
His mouth twisted.

Rose went out and shut the door behind her. It seemed to her
that she had spent hours in that horrible room smelling of liquor
and vomit, but the hands of the clock had moved only a little,
and the big room was still empty. She sat down at her desk and
called Gregory’s apartment.

Ellen answered.

“Hello,” said Rose. “Ellen—]John’s down here and he’s—not
well.”

“Where?”’ said Ellen. “Oh—Ruose. Oh, thank you.”

“I think he must have been here all night. If you were
worried.”

“No,” said Ellen. “Oh, I don’t mean that. Of course I was.
What’s the matter with him?”

“Drunk.”

“Badly?”

“Pretty badly.”

“What had I better do?”

“I think you’d better come down. Are you dressed?”

“No, but it won’t take me three minutes. Damn, I wish we
hadn’t sold the car. I hate this cab business. I'll just have to bribe
a driver and hope I give him enough to keep him quiet and not
so much he’ll talk about it. I’ll be down as quick as I can. In
half an hour if I have any luck.”

“I’'ll leave the private door on the latch for you. Come in that
way.”

“Yes. And, Rose—thank you again.”

“Don’t mention it,” said Rose, and hung up. She put her
head down in her hands and sat this way for several minutcs,
thinking absolutely nothing. Her head ached dully above her
left eye.

The outer door at the other end of the big room opened and
one of the typists came in. “Hello,” she said. “Oh, Miss Carmody,
you look awful. Didn’t you sleep? You knew the President, didn’t
you? Oh, isn’t it terrible?”

“Hello,” said Rose. “I’d met him. Everybody’s late today.”
She got up to go back into the inner office while the typist was
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opening her desk. She was suddenly afraid to leave him alone
in there.

But he wasn’t there at all.

She stood unbelieving for a moment while the door shut behind
her, and then wasted a minute thinking he was in the bathroom.
But no sound came out and she finally pushed the door open
a crack and then remembered that she had shut it before, herself.
She whirled around and looked in the closet. His hat was gone.
And then she saw, laid very neatly in the center of his neat bare
desk, his wallet, still thick with all his official identifications and
credit cards. She picked it up and looked through it. Everything
seemed to be there, except that he had taken whatever cash it
held.

She put it back just where it had been and sat down to wait
for Ellen. Twice she reached for the telephone to call the door-
men and ask whether the Undersecretary had been seen going
out, but each time she stopped herself before she could spy upon
him like this. He’d been thoroughly sick and had probably
sobered up fast and decided to—decided to—— She didn’t know.
But she felt wearily and for the first time in a long while that
the situation was too much for her, and that she would do best
to wait for Ellen and see what Ellen thought. If only he hadn’t
left the wallet she wouldn’t have worried. But it seemed so odd
to leave all his cards, all his proofs of identity, as if he were
through with them forever. She shivered. The morning was chilly
and she closed the window.






CHAPTER 4

To anyone watching, Gregory would have seemed to behave
very sensibly. He smoothed his hair down, took his hat from the
closet where he could not remember placing it (but it was there,
where he always left it), and went out through his private en-
trance. He waited in the hall for the elevator, and when it
arrived stood aside while it disgorged its load. A girl said “Good
morning” to him and he replied. Then the elevator carried him
down, he walked across the marble floor, across the bronze seal
set in it, and out the heavy bronze doors. This is the last time
I will ever do this, he thought, looking incuriously at the guard’s
heavy expressionless face as he passed him by. It was simply a
recording of fact, with no emotion attached to it.

He walked around the corner to the bus stop, climbed into
an empty bus waiting there, and sat down composedly. Except
for the fact that he needed a shave, he looked no more rumpled
and untidy than usual, no more rumpled and untidy than many
earnest men in Washington who thought little about their appear-
ance, whose wives and secretaries told them when to get their
hair cut and sent them out to buy new suits. He didn’t feel partic-
ularly tired. All he was aware of, riding away from the Depart-
ment, was a curious need to look very carefully at all these places
and streets that had been his life for so long. The little trees were
in young green leaf, spring was here, but there was still a slight
edge to the air. It made everything look very clear, very remote.
The buildings had the air of being reproductions of themselves in
some architectural elevation.

The bus pulled up at a corner in the business district and Greg-
ory got out. Unhesitatingly he crossed the sidewalk and went into
his bank. His passbook was the one thing he had kept of his pos-
sessions, as Rose had not yet noticed. He picked up a blank check
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and went to one of the windows. The bank had just opened
and was still almost empty. “I want to check my balance,” he
said.

The teller went off and returned in a few minutes with a
mysterious sheet marked by the tracks and spoors of various
business machines. “$2176.53,” he said.

Gregory gravely filled in the amount and gave him the check.

“You’re closing the account?”’ asked the teller in astonishment.

“That’s right.”

The teller looked at him doubtfully and went away again.
After a little while another man appeared, now on Gregory’s
side of the golden bars, and wearing a sack suit instead of the
cotton jacket the teller wore.

“Mr. Gregory?’ he said. “You—ah—wish to withdraw your
entire account?”’

Gregory turned and stared at him. The man backed away a
little. “Yes,” said Gregory. “Is there any reason why I shouldn’t?”

“No, no, of course not. Naturally we’d—ah—wish to be sure
no checks were outstanding which had not yet cleared ?

Gregory reached in his pocket. “Here,” he said contemptuously.
“Here’s a new checkbook you issued me on the third of the month.
I haven’t written any checks in it, as you can see. That’s ten
days.”

“But of course—ah—blank checks could be used. Out-of-
town checks might not yet—ah—have come throug; >

“Are you refusing to honor this check?” asked Gregory in a
tone of controlled savagery.

“Oh no, no, certainly not. Merely: »

“Then give me the money.” And he turned his back on the
suffering bank official. The teller looked at the assistant vice-
president; the assistant vice-president consulted with his soul and
finally nodded. John Gregory received $2176.53 and walked out
of the bank.

The money made a wad in his breast pocket. He had nothing
to carry it in but a brown envelope the bank had given him. It
was inconvenient. I'll have to manage better than this, he thought,
and just then a leather-goods store caught his eye. He went in
and bought a money belt. He had enough cash in his trousers
pocket to pay for it without displaying the envelope and its con-
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tents. He came out of the store and walked purposefully toward
the railroad station. There he went into the washroom and behind
a locked door stowed most of the money away and put the belt
on.

He came out feeling secure and competent. There was no
time for him to feel anything else, for before he could wonder
what he was going to do next, his feet had taken him across to a
ticket window. Half a dozen people were ahead of him, but he
stood in line with a patience that was completely foreign to him.
Ordinarily, of course, he would not have been there at all. Rose
would have arranged for a ticket, a Department messenger would
have picked it up, and it would have appeared on Gregory’s desk
at the right moment as though by miraculous intervention. Now
he waited twenty minutes before he was next but one to the
window, without shifting his weight from foot to foot, without
glancing at the clock, without any sense of something behind
him pushing him on.

The man directly ahead of him was a porter from one of the
hotels. He had a list of various tickets to be picked up to destina-
tions scattered about the country like a geography quiz—several
to New York and Chicago, of course, but others to Albuquerque,
Dallas, Jacksonville, Kansas City, Boston, and Spokane. Gregory
listened attentively to the details of the transaction. It was just
what his mind was ready to find interesting—something imper-
sonal and involving arrangements that were unfamiliar. He was
almost sorry when the porter took his sheaf of tickets and Pullman
reservations and left.

“Where to?” said the agent.

“Key West,” said Gregory without any hesitation at all. Once
a long time ago he and Ellen had intended to go there and had
not gone.

“No train service to Key West,” said the agent. “You take a
bus from Miami.”

“All right, Miami.”

“Coach or Pullman?”’

“When can I get a berth?”’

“You can’t. We’re sold out as far ahead as we can reserve.”

Gregory looked at him. He didn’t feel particularly annoyed
by the silly question, but the agent flushed angrily anyway.
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“All right, all right,” he said, “I just asked. You could have
had space, or something. You want a coach seat?”

“With a coach seat, I can get right on the next train, is that
right?”

“You can try.”

“When is the next train?”’

“Eleven thirty-one.”

“I’ll have a coach seat.”

“$28.46.”

Gregory paid him, took his ticket, and walked away. An hour
and a half till the train left. Well, an hour till he should line
up beside the gate for his seat. With the same calm certainty that
had brought him out of his office to the bank and away from
there to the station, he went into one of the grimy little restau-
rants, sat down and ordered coffee.

The counterman slid the coffee up to him and asked, “Any-
thing else?”

“What’s that stuff?”’ said Gregory.

“This? Danish pastry.” His voice accepted Gregory’s ignorance
as simply another example of the insanity of the world.

“I’ll have that.” He ate it, ordered more coffee, bought a pack
of cigarettes, lit one, and sauntered out.

“The eleven thirty-one for Miami? he asked a porter, stopping
at the edge of a crowd.

“Yes sir. Right here, sir.”

“Here?”’

“Yes sir.”

An hour berore the train’s departure a pack of people had
already gathered about the gate. Women with children (the
mother sitting on a suitcase, the child leaning against her knee),
Negroes waiting alone and impassive, sailors waiting in groups
and uproarious, a boy in a corporal’s stripes, looking about six-
teen, holding a girl’s hand, not a word passing between them—
people, people, people, waiting to go somewhere—all Amecrica
was waiting beside the gate. For one appalled moment Gregory
saw himself unable to get on the train, left behind in Washington,
in the trap. Sweat broke out all over him and he plunged for-
ward toward the gate into the heart of the crowd. His foot struck
a suitcase; he stumbled and fell against a khaki shoulder.
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“What the hell’re you doin’, buddy?” said the soldier, and kept
him from falling.

“Sorry,” Gregory muttered, and tried to shove by.

“Wait a minute there. Where the hell you think you’re goin’ to?
We're all goin’ the same place. Quit shovin’, now.”

Lapped by the crowd, Gregory came to a halt, breathing hard.
He was tall enough to see over the heads before him to the gate.
There seemed an infinite number to him; they made him dizzy.
He would never get on the train. Desperately, little by little, he
wriggled away from the soldier, around two fat middle-aged
women in respectable black, and began trying to slip up through
the crowd closer to the gate.

Having no baggage to hinder him, he did better at fulfilling
this universal striving than most of the rest of the crowd, and he
was appreciably nearer the front when the gates rattled back and
the packed mass of people began to pulse through—first'a burst
as those in front ran, and then an irregular struggle as the second
rank fought past each other to be next. Gregory found himself
caught in one of these periodic melees that eddied before the
gates, felt his coat almost torn from his shoulders, thought his
right shoe would never free itself from the clutch of a straw
basket and a duffel bag, and finally was through the gates and
running down the platform. He looked up at the windows as
he ran. First came a couple of coaches, seats already filled, the
faces of the occupants gazing down coldly upon the runners on
the platform who must still compete for what the lucky ones had
already won. Then, illogically, a string of Pullmans, each with its
porter and his little stool, and still empty, for those who could
be serenely confident of their accommodations and would never
get caught in this wild mob fighting for coach seats. Then the
diner. Then another string of coaches, and this time clots of
people about the steps, struggling up. Gregory ran past the first
three cars, saw the next only beginning to fill up, and halted
panting behind three sailors and a blonde girl. The blonde went
up squealing, the sailors stampeded after. Gregory was in and
then, halfway down the car, the possessor of a window seat.
He dropped into it, shaking with sudden reaction, took one
hunted look around, and huddled into himself—his hat pulled
down, his chin on his fist, and his elbow on the window sill. He
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sat and tried to see nothing, withdrawing and withdrawing as
the train filled around him, only a furtive glance flickering out
every now and then.

A woman sat down beside him. He took it in with a small
shock. His left eye examined, repeated, the print of her dress,
grew so familiar with it that it seemed at last the stuff of his
dreams. The aisle began to fill, first with transients pushing hope-
fully forward, finally with those who had given up all thought
of a seat, who were going to stand, or perch on a suitcase, and
hope for a chance at the seat of someone getting off the train in
Richmond or Petersburg or at least one of the Carolina towns,
People still ran past on the platform. Finally they, too, stopped
and the waiting became just that, nothing but waiting. After
what seemed hours, Gregory stole a look at his watch. Eleven-
fifteen. He looked again. Eleven-nineteen. Then he could not look
away. The second hand ticked busily around. Eleven twenty-
three. Eleven twenty-five. Eleven twenty-eight. Eleven thirty-
two. The train gave a lurch and started. The platform slid slowly
past, was succeeded by the yards. They were on their way. The
jaws of the trap had not closed, but he felt as if they had been
kept open only by his will, by his frantic necessity to escape.
Exhausted, beaten, he fell deeply asleep.

When he woke, the train was roaring through the afternoon.
He must have slept for hours. He came awake very slowly, lick-
ing his lips, his mouth sour. Sunlight, too bright and too hot, was
pouring in on him. He opened one eye and closed it quickly,
almost blinded by the dazzle of the afternoon. Then he sat up,
turned his back to the window, and blinked at his companion
travelers.

They were still standing in the aisle in a kind of drugged
patience. Next to him, the woman in the print dress was reading
a magazine on astrology, whispering the words half aloud to her-
self, as if she were repeating glad tidings to all men. She was fat,
swarthy, and sweating a bit. Gregory smelled her very distinctly.
He stood up abruptly, and she looked up at him in surprise. He
looked firmly over her head, for he was terrified that she would
speak to him, penetrate his withdrawal, and involve him once and
for all in the real world; in the space-time continuum through
which this packed mass of humanity rode south, swaying, sweat-
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ing, biding its time, used to discomfort, indifferent to smells. Greg-
ory stood there, unable to move out into the aisle for a minute
as the train threw itself around a curve, and clung desperately to
his aloneness and apartness from the hundred or so human beings
in the car.

He started out to the aisle past the knees of the woman in
the print dress.

“You getting off, mister? a young soldier in the aisle asked

Gregory glared at him, ready to snarl: “Mind your own busi-
ness!”

But the woman said, “Sit down while he’s gone, anyway.”
And then to Gregory, “How far are you going?”

“I'm going all the way through,” said Gregory. “Sorry.”
Suddenly he was sorry, enormously sorry. This boy was an
American soldier, he reminded himself, clutching at one of the
clichés of wartime Washington, ready to die for his country; and
the best his country could give him in return was a chance to
stand up in a train! Gregory felt self-righteous about it, and
irritated. ‘“‘Listen,” he heard himself saying, “have you had any
lunch? Come on into the diner, let me buy you something. Have
a drink. At least you can sit for a while.”” He smiled down at the
woman. “Will you keep my seat?”

“Sure,” she said. “They know it’s yours, anyway.” She nodded
at the people in the aisle. “He’s going into the diner,” she told
them. “Which of you kids wants to sit while he’s gone?”

Gregory got himself out past the woman’s knees, and he and
the soldier plunged erratically back toward the diner. But of
course, though unexpectedly to Gregory, there was a line of
twenty people waiting ahead of them even though it was the
middle of the afternoon. They stood, their muscles loose, and let
themselves jolt and sway with the jolting of the train, uncomfort-
able and inured to discomfort. The conductor pushed past them
while they stood there; his clipper snapped at the magic bits of
paper that assured their passage to their destinations. All the time,
as they inched slowly forward, the line lengthened behind them.
Finally they reached the door to the vestibule. As Gregory pulled
it open, he smelled himself, quite as distinctly as he had smelled
his seat companion. That barrier dropped from him—there was
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nothing to set him off, in that particular way, from any of the
people packed in the cars behind them. And yet, after the first
moment of horror, he felt quite unconcerned, even quite happy
and content. He stank, they all stank. He hadn’t shaved, he was
hungry and his belly rumbled quite audibly, and he didn’t care.

After a little while the steward gave them places at a table for
four across from the blonde girl Gregory had seen getting on the
train and a burly, grizzled Seabee. There was no choice of food
beyond eggs, chicken, or fish. Gregory and the soldier thankfully
ate chicken and wiped the greasy gravy off their plates with swabs
of bread. Gregory paid the check, they sat long enough to smoke
a cigarette, and then the steward asked them to go along, there
were other people waiting. They plunged back toward their
places with the grotesque slowness and unreasonable expenditure
of effort of a dream. The train slowed down, pulled into a station,
and stopped as they came through the car before their own, and
there the young soldier left Gregory as a seat was vacated.

“Thanks,” he said, sliding into the seat, “I'll be seeing you.
My grip’s back there, where you are. Keep an eye on it, will
you? Thanks again.”

Gregory was pushed past him by the slow ooze of people
getting off the train, and at last found himself back at his seat.
A very young sailor was in it, sleeping innocently. Gregory stood
in the aisle for an hour until another station was reached, and the
boy awoke. He was glad to sit down again and as dusk fell he
bought a cheese sandwich and a bottle of milk that tasted like
chalk from a boy who pushed his way through the train, shouting
his wares. This was his dinner. He didn’t see the soldier he’d
given lunch to, and presumed him settled in the car behind. He
didn’t want to see him again; he didn’t want to have to talk to
anyone—even to listen, as he had listened, to the boy’s endless talk
about the camp where he was training, about the obvious un-
fairness with which he had been treated and the clever way in
which he planned to outmaneuver the prejudiced men working
against him. Gregory wanted no more contact with anyone,
although the past contact, the fact of the boy’s companionship,
was somehow a comfort to him. I must be all right, he thought
vaguely, staring into the dark window beside him. I got along
with him all right, I did him a good turn.
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But after the assurance, his mind would retreat even from the
memory of reality; he could feel himself dwindle and dwindle
until there was nothing left inside his head but a pin point of
perception, just able to watch the window. The glass reflected the
interior of the car. It had become a dim mirror turning light
back on itself, instead of an opening on the world. Only once
in a while could Gregory see anything through it, and that
was when queer little fires burning beside the track appeared,
smoldered and smoked as the train rushed by, and vanished over
his shoulder. Long, low, little fires like the ones that lick up
through the pavements of hell, where the torturing irons are
heated. After a long time the conductor dimmed the lights over-
head, people settled themselves to sleep. Most of the ones stand-
ing had found seats; only one or two figures drooped upright
in the dimness, and finally these sat down in the aisle, stretched
out with their heads on their possessions, and slept too.

It was beginning to be dawn when Gregory awoke fully from
his doze and discovered that two thousand dollars which he was
sure should be in his breast pocket were not there. He lay back in
his seat frozen with the thought, as if by not moving, by approxi-
mating the posture of sleep, he could put off the moment when
he must accept this awful fact. But it could not be denied. He
remembered clearly the envelope the bank teller had given him,
crackling with new bills. He remembered stowing it away in his
pocket and telling himself that he must be very careful of it. And
after that he could remember nothing else touching the money.
The cold sweat of terror broke out all over him; the hairs on his
head prickled with panic. Now he was truly alone. Now the last,
the important, the really distinctive barrier between himself and
the people sleeping around him had gone—the barrier of money.
He was naked in the terrible world, with no bribes to offer it, no
ransom he could pay. He shut his eyes, his mouth fell open, he
groaned and snorted in horror. The woman beside him woke,
shook his shoulder, and said in a grumpy undertone, “Wake up,
wake up, you’re having a nightmare.”

But it wasn’t a nightmare, it was true. Forced to be quiet, he
could escape from the abyss of terror within him only by hastily
trying to build a fence around it with his reason. It was the boy,
he thought, it must have been the boy who took it. While he and
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the young soldier had stood together in the crowd waiting to get
into the diner, the boy had robbed him, neatly, secretly, with no
qualms, and then gone in with his victim and been treated by
him to lunch. Robbed, tricked, humiliated—he set his lips against
a groan.

It occurred to him once, it just barely flickered across his con-
sciousness, that something was wrong with this re-creation of his
loss. Surely he would have noticed, when he paid for lunch, that
his money was missing? But he dismissed the suggestion angrily.
His conviction of betrayal was so strong, he was so positive that
he could have helped no one but Judas, that this mere rational
remembrance of fact was overridden. Of course it was the boy he
had pitied and fed who had robbed him. Who else could it be?

This certainty held until full daylight came into the car, until
the sleepers around him groaned awake. The sparse forests of
northern Florida were running past the track now and the con-
ductor put his head in and shouted “Jacksonville!” Past him in
the door came the young soldier, down the aisle to Gregory’s
seat. He’s come to give it back, he’s repented, Gregory thought,
and waited, the forgiving words of absolution ready on his lips.
But no, the boy merely reached up and pulled a shabby bag down
from the luggage rack. He glanced down at Gregory, nodded,
and said, “So long, and thanks a lot,” and turned to go up the
aisle.

It was the irony and the audacity of that “Thank you” that
brought Gregory to his feet, his mouth open to shout “Stop, thief "’
The woman beside him sat up and stared amazedly at him; the
boy turned in one breath-taking spasm of muscles, ready to kill
as he had been trained. All about him, it seemed to Gregory,
people shrank back from him, receding into positions of observa-
tion. He felt eyes on him from everywhere.

And he felt, too, the money belt about his hips and knew where
his two thousand dollars were.

He stood stunned with the realization of what he had almost
done, of how he had tricked himself. He stared blankly at the
boy as the train slowed down, coming into the station. The boy
stared back in real bewilderment, and then looked questioningly
at the woman next to Gregory.
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“He’s all right,” she said, nodding at the boy, at the other
watchers. “He just ain’t awake yet. He was having a nightmare,
bad dreams, you know how it is. The kid just come for his bag,”
she went on to Gregory. “That’s all. You must-a been dozing and
half seen him leaning over, and it give you a fright. My first hus-
band, he’d been torpedoed in the other war, he’d get to thinking
he was in the water again sometimes and it was awful. He was
much worse than you. He’d thresh around, shouting and yelling
till I could get him awake. He give me a black eye once.” She
laughed reminiscently at the thought. Gregory sat down and put
his head in his hands. “See,” she said, “he’s all right now. Go
along, kid, this is your stop. So long. Don’t worry, I’ll take care
of him.” And the boy went down the aisle and through the door.

“I’m sorry,” Gregory said into his hands. He was shaking with
reaction at what he had almost done. I must have wanted to try
to hold onto the boy, he thought, to try to get some grip on him,
put him under some obligation to me. If he’d really robbed me,
I would have had the right to ask him for something in return.
But what? He wasn’t even a very nice boy. I didn’t like him. Why
should I have wanted to get hold of him?

And there his mind failed him. He could see the difficult
thing, understand clearly what he had been up to by this halluci-
nation of robbery. But he could not get back at all to the simple
thing. It never occurred to him that a boy in uniform, the same
age as Timmy, must have answered the deep craving within him
for his son, the blind refusal to admit him dead, the aching need
to resurrect him. He had buried these emotions so deep, with the
thought of his son, that he did not even know they existed. He
wondered and pondered and was frightened at what he had found
within himself, at the complete conviction with which he had
known that his money was gone, but he never thought of Timmy.

The woman beside him made him buy a container of coffee
and some dry cookies for breakfast, and this nourished him until
the train came at last into Miami in the afternoon. The journey
was over, but the fact did not really seem to apply to him per-
sonally as he stood up and pushed with all the other people in the
car toward the door. He was stiff, tired, and sore, dirty, hungry,
and unshaven. I must get a place to clean up, he thought, yawn-
ing, as he reached the door.
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And there he stopped. Panic awoke again. He could not go
down the steps to the ground. The train had been a refuge. Once
it had started, he was safe until he reached the end of the jour-
ney, he was lost in the mob of which he had become a part, no
one could reach him. But now—now he had to return to earth.
The flight was over. The great steel wheels of the train would
no longer isolate him, insulate him, from the common earth
touched by the feet of all humanity.

He hung at the top of the steps, his eyes opened too wide to
see anything clearly but his thoughts. Why, someone might be
waiting for him! Someone might have come to take him back!
But that was not his real terror; his real terror was that no one
would be waiting for him. For if there was no one—if there was
no one—what would he do? Where would he go? There would
be no one to tell him anything; he would have to find out all
alone how one lived in this town, how one lived anywhere, and
he did not know how to begin. Oh, worse than the trap waiting
to close would be the knowledge that there was no trap, that he
had indeed escaped, and was condemned to be free.

“Come on, buddy, don’t block the gangway.”

“Whatsa matter?”

“Hurry up there!”

The voices behind him pushed him down the steps until he
stood alone in the beating sunlight of Florida. He moved to one
side and waited, his back against the train and his eyes shut. If
someone came up, if a hand fell on his shoulder, if they were
there to take him back, they could find him here. He would make
no trouble. His desire for freedom had been just sufficient to set
him this far on the road. He had made the break; he had cour-
ageously taken his savings (it was easy enough to save when
Ellen’s money paid for everything except rent and food) ; he had
valiantly bought himself a ticket on a train, fought his way on,
and by superior skill and cunning got himself a seat; he had
triumphed over the torture of a day-long coach trip—so far his
urge to escape could carry him. But now it was more difficult,
There was no next step to be taken before he began to do the
simple things. He had run for his life. Now he would have to live.
After a while it became evident that no one was going to come
after him. He opened his eyes and walked slowly up the platform.
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That was Miami. He went on to Key West the next day, after
a night passed in the station waiting room. He’d gone out, got a
shave and a hot meal, but nothing could hide the fact that he’d
slept in his clothes for two nights, and even though the Florida
season was ending, no hotel that he could imagine staying in
would have him. He did go into one place which apparently did
not mind his appearance, or his lack of luggage, but before he
paid the eight dollars in advance that they wanted for a room,
the smell of the place was too much for him and he went out
again.

He was glad to get on the bus in the morning. And yet contin-
uation of the flight was not the same as the flight itself. The night
had made a hiatus. He was not quite the same stunned vagrant
who had fled the jaws of the trap two days before, exile and refu-
gee. He was quieter now and more cautious; and he was begin-
ning, just a little, to approximate a type—the man alone, moving
on. Places were beginning to make a little sense. He was aware
now that Key West was beyond Miami and that he must travel
a certain number of hours to get there.

He got there, and once there, he stayed. The only room he
could find was an airless back bedroom over an Italian restaurant,
and he found that by passing out in the restaurant below it. He
had eighteen dollars in his pocket, and instead of taking it and
throwing him out in the street, the proprietress merely took it and
called it a week’s room rent. How she knew he had more money
and would be a good investment no one knew, unless it was be-
cause his hands were soft and his nails unbroken.

Awaking the next morning in the strange room, he saw her
sitting and watching him. His hand, which had been going to his
belt to make sure it still carried its secret hoard of bills, changed
its objective instinctively and scratched his belly. His eyes watched
her with ineffective cunning under half-closed lids.

“Good morning,” she said politely. “You are awake.”

He was forced to agree, and they settled the question of the
room then and there. “Eighteen dollars each week, it is cheap,
cheap!” she said. “But I am sympathetic, I am friend of the poor.
I could rent this room for twice, three times, to girl with friends.
But then is trouble. Who knows when the Shore Patrol comes,
declares Pizzeria off bounds? Then I am ruined. So, for this little
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money, sir, I am glad to let you stay. There are no other rooms
in Key West. Perhaps you know this?”

He didn’t know it, but he confirmed it as fact within two days.
He had gone out into the beating sunlight of the afternoon to
explore. Mrs. Grandi was in the restaurant, sitting in the corner
by the window, behind the snake palm, watching the street. She
was doing nothing—sitting behind a table with a clean starched
tablecloth on it, doing nothing very powerfully. She did not need
to have a piece of work in her hands to occupy herself. Her will
and her intention were enough to fill her mind and use her
strength. He was afraid, looking at her, and would have gone
back upstairs to the rumpled bed and untidy room if he could
have done so without having been observed. But she had seen
him, had seen that he was going out.

“Good afternoon,” he said, reaching the foot of the stairs.

She inclined her head grandly, without speaking, and he
walked quickly through the area of her gaze, opened the door,
and went out. Behind him he heard her voice upraised in com-
mand, and was for the moment persuaded that she had called
to someone to follow him. Someone or something? His skin crept
between his shoulders, and the crashing Italian syllables echoed
in his ears. Later he discovered, through hearing the same order
repeated, that she had simply shouted for beer.

He walked, sweating, along the broken pavement of the streets
of Key West. When he came to a drugstore he went in and drank
coffee thirstily. It did not help. The streets outside, the smells of
the sea, of garbage, and of mud covered with mangrove swamps
were as unfamiliar as ever. Indeed, the coffee simply helped him
to recognize their strangeness more acutely. There was nothing
familiar, nothing at all. His very skin was aware of strangeness—
the warmth, the sun, the summer light. He was deeply uneasy.

Even so, he left the drugstore reluctantly. Any place where he
happened to be became transiently a place he hated to leave. But
a sign across the street, “Rooms,” caught his eye. He went over
and inquired, but there were no vacancies. It was so all up and
down the streets. Toward sunset he came out on a drive along
the water. He waited there and watched the sun go down, until
the last light faded. Then he hurried back to the Pizzeria, terri-
fied and guilty. That night he was sober going to bed. Later,
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lying awake in the dark, he heard someone try his door. He had
locked it, but he was not too surprised to see it open, a crack
at first, and then a little wider, wide enough for a face to look in.
He could not tell who it was—a man though, not Mrs. Grandi.
He lay in bed shaking with terror, trying to make no sound. But
whoever it was had heard his breathing change, stop, and go on,
and the face withdrew, the door shut very gently, and the key
turned in the lock. Footsteps went softly down the hall. Gregory
—he had told them his name was Peter Graham—Iay awake in
the dark for the rest of the night, but no one came to the door
again.

The next day he went to a savings bank and put his money
there. He had almost two thousand dollars left. At the last min-
ute, he held two hundred dollars back. Then, when he had made
his deposit, he went across the street to the post office, rented a
box in the name of David Hale, and mailed the money and the
bankbook to the box number. He spent the rest of the day on
the wharves by the fishing boats, got drunk happily at dinner,
and went soundly to sleep with his door unlocked.

This arrangement worked well for three weeks. Gregory man-
aged to establish a kind of entente with Mrs. Grandi—suspicious,
but still cordiale enough. She was, he decided, merely silent, not
sinister, and they bowed gravely and exchanged greetings on pass-
ing each other in the hall or on the stairs. Indeed twice, on days
of sudden pouring rain, Gregory sat in the restaurant with her,
drinking coffee and copying out menus. It was really cozy. He
enjoyed watching his handwriting flow smoothly across the paper,
and he was very accurate at his copying. He wrote a handsome
hand, one he had always been proud of. Now, to see it was like
finding an old friend in a strange place. This was the only thing
recognizable that he brought out of his past. Actually, it was the
only thing he had ever possessed in his life for a space of thirty
years.

On good days, Gregory walked about town. He found a place
to swim, and would lie out on the beach for hours at a time. He
had bought himself some bright shoddy shirts, slacks, a visored
cap, and dark glasses, and he went about armored in these strange
clothes against even the fear of recognition. Who was going to see
him, anyway? But it was not for the others, people who had known
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him somewhere and might remember him, that he wore his dis-
guise. It was for himself. And successfully, for he certainly did
not find John Gregory looking out at him when he looked in the
mirror. The trouble was that he found no one else. There were
times when he forgot the name he had given himself, times when
he lay half naked on the sand in the sun and could hardly feel
his body clothing him at all. There was almost no one in the mir-
ror, there was the frailest garment of flesh lying on the beach,
there was nothing but a recurrent breath whispering in the dark
at night, and if he did not remember to take that breath, to look
for his reflection in the glass He shuddered, put on the cap
and the dark glasses, and went out.

In the post office one day he did a queer thing. He had gone
over to the bank to withdraw forty dollars, and had come back
to mail the bankbook and the two one-hundred-dollar bills he kept
with it to his post office box. Now it was time for him to leave
and stroll absently in the direction of the beach. But something
was worrying him, there was something he ought to do. He tried
to go out, but instead he found himself buying a stamped enve-
lope and a sheet of paper. He walked stiffly to the desk, took the
scratchy pen, and wrote, “My dear Rose.” He stared at this for
a while, then sealed it and addressed it hastily, and went out of
the post office. He walked more swiftly than usual and today he
stopped and had lunch at a sea food restaurant he’d passed sev-
eral times and tried to go into, unsuccessfully, before. He felt
pretty good and did not notice the man following him.

The forty dollars paid his room rent and left him enough to
eat on for almost a week, so it was some time before he went
back to the bank. He simply readdressed a fresh envelope to him-
self every day in the post office and confided bankbook and
money to the mails. Then one day he found he had only two
dollars on him. That day he mailed the two hundred dollars sep-
arately, put the bankbook in his pocket, and went across the
street to the bank.

It was closed.

He stood staring at the door. The glass gave him back a dim
picture of himself, shadowy and insubstantial. He tried the door
again, desperately, persuaded that the faint figure he saw had
merely been too weak to press the latch far enough down before.
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Surely by taking thought, by an exercise of will, he could get the
door open. He shook it angrily.

Someone came up behind him and said, “The bank is closed
today.”

Gregory turned. The man who had spoken to him—a young
brown-faced man with a scar across his left cheek—Ilooked famil-
iar. Uncertain whether he was an inhabitant of the waking world
or of his dreams, Gregory studied his face with the slight power
of concentration at his command and said finally (and after all,
safely), “I’ve seen you.”

“Of course.” The young man laughed. “I’'m Rico—Rico Ros-
sielli, Mrs. Grandi’s nephew. You’ve seen me at the Pizzeria.”

“Yes.” Having disposed of this, Gregory turned back to the
bank door. It was not possible that it should be locked.

Rico said again, “The bank is closed, Mr. Graham. It’s the
war, you know.”

“Oh. Oh vyes, of course,” said Gregory vaguely. ‘“The war.”

Rico spoke gently in explanation. “It is over.” He stole a swift
look at Gregory under his long silky lashes. Gregory said nothing
at all and his face did not change. “Yes,” Rico went on cheer-
fully, “the war is over. In Europe, that is, the war against the
Germans. Now perhaps we poor Italians will have a little peace
and a little food—at least until the Communists come.” He took
Gregory’s arm and walked down the street beside him. “It is a
day of rejoicing, Mr. Graham, and the bank is closed so that
everyone may rejoice. Shouldn’t we rejoice too, you and I?”

“I haven’t any money,” Gregory said. “I was going——"" He
stopped, feeling irritated. Now why did I tell him where my
money was? he thought, with a far-off approximation of anger.

Rico shrugged and laughed. “Is it necessary for rejoicing to
have money? Well—perhaps. But I have a little money, and on
such a day surely we should not quarrel about who provides the
material we make use of for our celebration. Here. Let’s have
some wine.” He led Gregory around a corner, down a narrow
street, and through a door into a small restaurant, a poor relation
to the flourishing Pizzeria. There was a sour smell in the hallway
behind the window with the decorated frosted glass. Gregory
walked through it with Rico’s hand holding his arm, and into the
room beyond.
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Half a dozen people were there, clustered about a blaring radie.
Rico shouted at them, and they got up and greeted him with
embraces and exclamations. He explained Gregory in a phrase
or two of Italian, gesturing at him and then yelling, “Mr. Gra-
ham, Mr. Graham.” Gregory nodded politely. He felt a little
dizzy. The room was terribly hot and there was a powerful smell
of cooking, of olive oil and garlic. He sat down on a cane-seated
chair.

The radio was the only thing speaking English in the room,
and the almost confidential effect of this lured Gregory into listen-
ing to it. It was thus that he really received word of the end of the
European war. When Rico had told him, it had seemed merely
an explanation of the queer behavior of the bank door, with no
further significance. “—instrument of peace to be signed at Gen-
eral Eisenhower’s headquarters,” said the voice of a man Gregory
knew quite well, a commentator he’d seen a good deal of when
the man had been stationed in Washington. “Yesterday Count
von Krosigk, Germany’s Foreign Minister, announced the uncon-
ditional surrender to the Allies »

The war is over, said Gregory’s brain. The war is over! My
God, I’ve got to get to work! What am I doing here? The war
is over! Oh, Ellen, Ellen!

He started to get up—there would be so much waiting at the
office to be done! But before he reached his feet, his mind slid
away with a long slow sickening lurch, not so much of realization
as of deliberate refusal to realize anything. A refusal to find this
place queer. A refusal to remember any need, any urgency, any
reason for joy at this news.

A hand came over his shoulder and put a glass of red wine on
the soiled tablecloth before him. The voice on the radio had
changed to the blare of a brass band, to which Rico’s friends were
listening politely. Gregory picked up the wine and drank it.

They stayed at the restaurant for a while, and then Rico be-
came bored and they went out into the hot streets again. Two of
Rico’s friends—or they may have been cousins—came too. The
cousins brought several bottles of chianti in their little straw slings,
and they became quite gay, reeling about the streets and singing,
kissing girls and offering them drinks of wine. Then one of the
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cousins got into a fight with a drunken sailor. The sailor was quite
drunk and the cousin was having very little trouble when they
heard whistles being blown at the end of the narrow alley they
were in. The Shore Patrol was coming up at a run, three huskies
with their sticks out, their feet heavy on the cobblestones. Rico
and the cousin who was not fighting grabbed Gregory’s arms and
they all ran in the other direction, hard.

“Will your cousin be all right? Gregory asked when they
stopped to pant, leaning against the wall of a small yellow clap-
board building.

Rico shrugged.

After a while they went on together. Things began to get
mixed up for Gregory now. He knew at one time that he was
in a barbershop. Rico was in the chair next to him, and someone
at whoit Rico was shouting and laughing was shaving Gregory.
Then they were sitting about an enormous round table in the
dark middle room of a strange house, eating a huge Italian meal.
Gregory was feeling extraordinarily grateful to Rico. What kind
of a day would he have had without him? He would have had
no wine, no pasta, no companionship; he would not even have
known that this was the holiday finally established by the death
of twenty million people in a war that no one was able to name,
the war that was known only by its place in a numerical series.
He ate a great deal, not tasting anything very much, and then
felt suddenly sickish. He put his fork down, but before he had
said anything, Rico was up, coming round the table to him, know-
ing what was wrong.

“You want to lie down,” Rico said, and took him out of the hot
room and up the narrow stairs. They went into a bedroom where
the late afternoon sun was still blatant. Gregory moved unsteadily
to the bed and sat down.

“Lie back,” said Rico. Gregory did. His stomach lurched, his
head spun, the pillow under his head smelled evil, but none of it
mattered. He could feel Rico untying his shoes and taking them
off, and mouthed something that he meant for thanks. Then
Rico’s hands were light and deft about his body, settling him on
the bed. And then nothing. For a long time, nothing. Only the
body snoring and sweating on the bed, alone in the room except
when Rico came in every once in a while to look at him thought-
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fully. But Rico went away before morning. Gregory still slept on.
Whoever usually occupied that bed made no call for it that night.

When he awakened the next morning, it was almost more than
he could bear. He lay still with his eyes shut, remembering obliv-
ion. But it was no use. He could not go back there. I am alive,
he thought, oh terrible, terrible, terrible! He opened his eyes.

Immediately he felt desperately ill. His heart shook and
pounded in his breast and his head was full of a sullen aching
varied by sudden shoots of pain that wanted to crack it open. His
watch, when he finally focused his eyes on it, said four-thirty, but
the crystal was cracked across, and it had stopped. The raw light
from the street made it difficult to keep his eyes open. For a while
he thought he could not get up, and then he thought that he
would die if he did not have a drink of water. When he put his
feet down the room seemed to swing away from him, and even
though he waited after fumbling his shoelaces into knots, getting
to the door was like walking up a steep hill.

In the hall he paused. Everything was quiet. A cat came to-
ward him from the head of the stairs and twined around his
ankles, asking for food. He almost tripped over it, and the cat slid
away, flicking its tail reproachfully. He found the bathroom by
the smell. No one had flushed the toilet during the night, though
at least one person had used it. He flushed it, looking away and
not breathing, and then managed to get a window open. He
leaned out, breathing in the air for a minute, and then ran the
cold water. It never got very cold, but it cooled his skin as it
dried on it, and it cooled his throat.

It made him uneasy, coming out into the hall, that he did not
know what time it was. Much more uneasy than being alone in a
strange place. He started downstairs, hoping to find a clock in the
kitchen. There was none, but the cat rejoined him, winding itself
about his feet in an ecstasy of desire. Gregory opened the icebox.
The cat reared up, purring. There was a dish of chicken livers
and giblets near the front, and Gregory took it out and gave it to
the cat. The cat went to work on it with bloody enthusiasm. Greg-
ory slammed the icebox door.

Over his head someone shifted in bed, the floor creaked, and
a voice called out, “Who’s there?”’

Gregory stood still, seized with horror. He wanted to call back,
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but he did not know what words to call. He had forgotten the
name he had been using.

“Who’s there?” the voice shouted again, and there was a thump
on the floor as someone got out of bed. In blind terror Gregory
ran through the dining room and parlor and out the front door.
He let it slam behind him, ran down the block, and halted only
after he had rounded a corner. His heart was shaking his body
to bits, his chest was racked with panting. After a while he walked
on slowly, halting every now and then to rest. When he had been
walking for some time, he began to know where he was. The
streets were beginning to fill up, and he heard a clock strike nine.
A terrible fatlgue was coming over him now and he was very
thirsty again. He thought he would never reach the Pizzeria.

Mrs. Grandi was sitting in the window behind the snake palm
when he came in. He inclined his aching head and said, “Good
morning.”

Mrs. Grandi said, “We do not serve meals until twelve
o’clock.”

“That’s all right,” said Gregory. His tongue felt too big for
his mouth. “I’ll just have a drink of water and go to sleep. Did
Rico get home all right?”

Mrs. Grandi said, “Rico? Go to sleep? What is it that you are
talking about? This is a restaurant. One does not sleep here. What
is your name?”’

“Greg—Graham,” said Gregory. “Peter Graham.” He said it
automatically. He did not expect it to change the steady, deter-
mined lack of recognition on Mrs. Grandi’s face. Her black eyes
were very calm. Nothing would make them recognize him. But
in spite of this knowledge, he heard himself going on, too loudly,
“I’ve rented a room here! What is all this? You know me!
Where’s Rico? Rico!” Mrs. Grandi sat still and continued to
watch him, and he knew very well that she was having the best
of the encounter and that he was already hopelessly defeated.

“Who is Rico?” Mrs. Grandi finally said, smiling almost in
friendship. The whole thing was so easy that she was able to be
sorry for him. “There is no one here named Rico,” she said, and
added indifferently, “We do not rent rooms.”

Gregory leaned against the wall and began feverishly hunting
through his pockets. Mrs. Grandi’s eyes narrowed just percep-
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tibly. Gregory finished his search and then his gaze came up to
hers. Her eyes did not change at all but, looking at them, he felt
himself entering a whole new dimension of knowledge. It seemed
to him that he had not known anything about people or life or
what a man could experience before. He hung there against the
wall, thinking about this. Part of him wanted to run again, but
only part of him, and besides he was now very tired.

After a while he closed his eyes, and when her black stony stare
was shut out, he said, “Rico took the bankbook last night, didn’t
he? When he put me to bed.”

“I do not know any Rico,” said Mrs. Grandi.

Gregory opened his eyes. “I’'m very thirsty,” he said. “May I
have a drink of water?”

“Certainly,” Mrs. Grandi replied with courtesy. She called out
in Italian. A waiter came in with a glass of water and put it on
the table. Mrs. Grandi said something and motioned to Gregory.
The waiter brought the glass over. It was the waiter named
Cosimo. Gregory thought of asking Cosimo whether he knew him
or not, but changed his mind. If Mrs. Grandi did not know him,
it did not matter whether Cosimo seemed to or not. He took the
glass, drank it down, and handed it back. Then he turned and
went out the door.

Mrs. Grandi sat monumentally staring after him, her mind very
slowly grinding over the scene. After a minute or two Rico came
out of the inner room and said, “Shall I follow him?”

Mrs. Grandi shrugged. “Follow him if you want,” she said.
“It isn’t necessary. He won’t do anything.”

She was quite right. Gregory did not even go near the bank,
much less go in and report a stolen bankbook, made out to Peter
Graham. (*“What was the number of the book?” “I don’t remem-
ber.” “But you’re Peter Graham?” “Yes.” “May I see some iden-
tification?”” Then Gregory would have had to turn around and
walk out. As it was, he did not even go in.) He wandered errati-
cally through the town and Rico wandered after, cursing him for
bis slowness and indecision. He was forever getting too close to
Gregory, and having to hang back, and then rushing forward too
quickly once more, terrified of having lost him.

At about noon, Gregory turned around and made straight
toward his pursuer. Rico knew he should turn immediately to
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get away, but the shambling and ungainly figure coming toward
him held a kind of hypnotic spell. I must go, he thought, before
he sees me, but he did not go. Then he thought that Gregory
would stumble past him without seeing him at all. He shrank
back against a wall and made himself as unobtrusive as possible.
But he allowed himself the luxury of a long stare at the man he
had drunk with and robbed.

Gregory stopped in front of him and said, “Rico, I’'m hungry.
Can you lend me a dollar?”’

Rico met his eyes and said nervously, “I don’t know you.”

Gregory looked at him silently, his mouth slightly distorted by
a smile.

Rico said, “I am sorry for you though, you poor man, if you
are hungry. Here—here is a dollar.”” And he held out the bill.

Gregory took it without a word and went on down the street
at his clumsy pace. Rico watched him go. “He might at least have
said thank you,” he muttered under his breath. Then suddenly he
turned and walked sharply in the other direction.

While he was eating, Gregory remembered the two hundred
dollars waiting for him at the post office. He was, for a moment,
almost afraid to believe in it. But the food made him feel a little
better. Before he went to the post office, however, he walked to
the bus terminal. There would be a bus leaving in an hour. He
went quickly now, as quickly as he could manage, to the post
office. There was one terrible moment, opening the box, when
he tried to imagine what he would do if the money wasn’t there.
His hand shook so for a second that he could not turn the knob.
But it was there. He put the envelope in his pocket and went back
to the bus terminal. Half an hour later he was on his way north.

It took Rico about three months to get Gregory’s money out
of the bank, but he managed it very cleverly, taking out small
sums at a time. He had the menus Gregory had written to study
for the handwriting, and he chose times to go in when the bank
was fairly crowded. Mrs. Grandi took most of the money and put
it away somewhere. Rico didn’t know where.






CHAPTER 5

Spring comes late in Vermont—not slowly, but late. That year,
after the early unseasonable warmth, it came later than ever.
There was snow in April, snow in the first week of May. When
Gregory left Washington the cherry trees, the magnolias, the dog-
woods, the wistaria were already past the first intoxication of their
flowering. But in Vermont a month later, bloom still strung the
forsythia, the apple blossoms were just bursting their sticky buds,
the pitch of the year was still rising. The grass and the new
leaves of the maples still struck that eye-shattering note of yellow-
green under the cold soft distant blue of the spring sky. The deli-
cate hardy northern season, flavored by the cold of the long
winter, was as sweet and crisp as an apple.

Gregory got off the bus in the little town without even know-
ing its name. They had been pushing up the valley from White
River Junction, where he’d had breakfast, for an hour or so,
through sparse farmland still too wet to plow, past occasional
shabby houses needing paint, past orchards, past milk tins shining
in the sun on their wooden platforms. The warm air in the bus
smelled of engine fumes and human beings. Then the town began
tentatively, with a closer grouping of houses and mailboxes. A
sign or two said “Tourists.” The bus drew up at an intersection
sprinkled with road signs, the door opened, and the spring air
came in. Gregory smelled it and unquestioningly got up and left
the bus.

For the smell of the air was a promise. It was a promise that
might have been made anywhere, in any of the towns he had
passed through on the long journey north, or that might have
held off for another two days. It was a function of the impulse
of flight, now waning, and of fatigue which had broken down the
motor impulses just enough to permit a moment of queerly lumi-
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nous perception to reach him. It just happened that the promise
was made to him here and that, getting off the bus, he stepped
into not just a spring morning, but peace. Peace—for the first
time in days, in weeks—he did not know how long. The first time
in years, perhaps.

Nor was such peace a negative thing. The mere lifting of the
load he carried lightened his spirit so that his feet, walking up
Main Street, seemed not to touch the ground. To be free of pain
was sheer glory. To be at peace was to be drunk with pleasure.
If he had been a little less happy, if the joy that held him had
been a little less deep, he would have sung. But as it was, he
wasted no energy on expressing his delight. It was enough to
experience it. The high blue sky arched over the town like a
vacuum bell. Under it, in this place, he was safe, sheathed by a
layer of pity only a molecule thick and the color of heaven.

He must have walked about for more than an hour. It was not
a very big town that he had come to. Perhaps two or three thou-
sand people lived there. The river meadow where it lay was cross-
hatched with a dozen or so streets that started out purposefully
from the green and ended either as country roads or simply at a
fence—as if the wayfarer had stopped to lean on the rail and look
at the view, and there had fallen into quiet and dccided he’d
come far enough. Along Main Street there were shops displaying
shoes and boots, groceries, cotton house dresses, and hardware.
There was a movie, the post office, two lawyers’ offices, and a
dentist’s. There was a diner, and a restored inn with an electrified
lamp on the gatepost and a signboard that began “Ye.” There
were three churches, the Congregational (white clapboard, beau-
tifully New England) and the Episcopal (ugly gray stonc) on the
green, and the Catholic Church (clapboard, too, but painted
gray) standing a block and a half from the center. The rest of the
town was houses—most of them white, many of them standing
behind picket fences. Gregory walked about and looked at them
all.
It seemed to him that he had got into a new year. He had
spent the spring of 1945 in Washington and the summer in Key
West. So this must be a new year, since he had found here a
new spring. It was not, of course, next year. It was not 1946.
Indeed it was not any year with a number. It was an extra year
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that had in some fashion been sucked in from alongside the regu-
lar time progression of his life; one of those possible years that
cease to exist at every moment as time rushes us past them. Now
in his need, the need itself being the creation of the vacuum into
which this gift, the answer to the need, poured; now the possible
had crossed the line and become real, had soaked through the
membrane of consciousness and become, indistinguishably, a part
of his life stream. A new year, a new spring, a new promise.

Most of the town was inhabited only by children. Main Street
was crowded with women shopping and an occasional man, but
in the rest of the town there was no one around but the children.
It was Saturday, but Gregory did not know it. He did not, how-
ever, think it odd that there were so many children about. He
merely thought it pleasant. They played singly or in pairs in the
yards, digging in the damp earth. They squatted on the pave-
ment, chalking it with pictures, legends, or the hieroglyphs of
some game. A group of girls and two little boys were skipping
rope. A flight of bigger boys went by on bicycles, whooping and
bending over the handle bars as they pedaled. Gregory had never
seen so many children alone and free, going about on their own
occasions, since he had left the little Ohio town where he grew
up to go to college.

He was fascinated by them; they slowed his pace. Did they, he
wondered, play the same way that he had played forty years ago,
the same games that had been played in a river town of southern
Ohio when Theodore Roosevelt was President? He stopped at
a gate in one of the neat white picket fences. Inside, three chil-
dren of somewhere between four and seven played together in
absorbed silence. They were constructing something from the
muddy earth under the rhododendrons in front of the house. Was
it a fort, Gregory wondered, or a castle? A house or a skyscraper?
He leaned on the gate and watched. One of the children glanced
up and saw him, and then went back to his play, ignoring the
man by the gate as completely as if he had been another child,
a stranger just moved into the neighborhood. Indeed, Gregory
could remember just such a time, when his family had moved
from one side of town to the other and for weeks (it seemed like
weeks anyway) he’d leaned on the outside of gates watching
other children play, no one speaking to him. So he leaned again,
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telling himself that he was tired, and that he would go on as soon
as he was sure what the children were making—a fort or a castle,
a house or a skyscraper.

“Who are you? What are you doing here?” cried a woman’s
voice behind him. There was a rasp of fear in it, it was not merely
irritated. “Jimmy,” it went on, to the boy who had looked at
Gregory, “has this man been here long? Did he speak to you?”

The boy looked up again and strangely his eyes went first to
Gregory’s before they looked behind him at the woman. He, too,
heard the note of fear, and Gregory could see that he was startled
by it. “Why should I be afraid of this man?” he seemed to ask,
looking at Gregory himself for the clue. Gregory, instead of smil-
ing at the boy, as his first impulse had been, only returned his
look, gravely and steadily. Then, for one moment, as the look be-
tween them lengthened, a sense of communication with a fellow
human being reached Gregory with a shock that made him dizzy.

“No ma’am,” said the boy, transferring his look to the woman.
“He didn’t say nothing.” His expression had changed now to a
mask of prudence, with curiosity glinting from his eyes. He looked
at the two little girls he was playing with, and the three of them
became conspirators. The woman must have felt them close
ranks against her, for she turned angrily back to Gregory.

“What are you doing here?”’ she cried again, more shrilly. “I’ll
bave you arrested for loitering!”

She was absurd and he knew it, and yet he felt the old male
fear of female violence awaken within him. “I’'m sorry,” he said.
“I just wanted to watch them—they’re so busy—they’re making
something. I—"

“Well, you’ve watched enough,” she said. He had fallen away
from the gate and she went past him and stood before it, barring
him from passage. “Go along now,” she said, “go away.” Her
hands gripped a string bag full of vegetables and a shabby black
pocketbook instead of a flaming sword, but she was a formidable
figure, before the gates of the garden.

A breeze sprang up then, curled down the street and under
Gregory’s shabby jacket. He shivered suddenly. It was just a little
spring wind, but it shook the daffodils in the next yard and
chilled the pure light. “I’'m sorry,” he said again, and turned
away. All down the block he could feel the woman staring at him.
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Just before he was out of earshot, the boy’s singularly clear
young voice asked, “What was the matter with that man, Aunt
Min?’ He didn’t know what she answered.

It was colder than it had been. The breeze persisted. And the
sky curdled a bit with cloud, or was it that he was now on the
edge of town, with nothing to break the sweep of the wind? He
had not, before now, felt chilly, but the wind reached him be-
tween the shoulder blades as he walked along, and he found
himself trying to remember, again and again, what men usually
did, or wore, to prevent the unsettling shiver which started from
that spot. An overcoat, or a topcoat, he thought, and this answer
was as impractical as if its achievement had depended upon a
knowledge of non-Euclidean geometry. Obtaining an overcoat
or a topcoat was as completely out of the question as working
out a problem in astrophysics.

Now he had reached the end of the town. The houses lay
behind him. A dirt road stretched ahead between dull brown-
green fields striped casually here and there with shambling stone
walls. Should he walk down that road? There seemed really no
choice, and yet he hung helplessly where he was, unable to start.
It was not that he hoped for any alternative to offer itself. He
had forgotten how to hope. But he thought he would wait a little
while before he started, just on the chance What chance?
He did not know.

He saw the alternative at first without knowing what it was.
It was a wooden building painted the regular New England barn
red, but standing behind a high wire fence. And it was bigger
than a barn. Then he saw the yellow brick chimney behind the
building, and while he was still wondering what it was, an electric
bell ripped the air with a sudden shocking clamor. After a minute
or two a door swung open and a string of men came out into the
pale steady sunlight. There were a couple of old wooden benches
behind the wire and some of the men sat down on these and
opened lunch boxes. A smaller group came out through the gate
and walked quickly up toward the center of town.

Gregory had found a factory.

He walked over to the gate in the fence, pushed it open, and
went quickly in without stopping to think. The men on the near-
est bench looked up at him. Two of them were middle-aged,
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their faces lightly creased, their blue eyes faded but still acute,
full of quiet judgment. They had not looked alike when they
were young, but thirty years of experience had produced the same
markings, as bullets fired from the same gun show identical
riflings. Then there was a younger man with dark curly hair and
dark eyes that should have glinted and moved quickly but instead
were dull, faintly stagnant. Gregory looked hastily from one to
the other. At last he chose one of the older men who was looking
back at him mildly.

“I want a job,” he said.

The man chewed thoughtfully on his sandwich while he turned
this over in his mind. Then, his mouth empty, he said, “Go in
and see Mr. Peters.”

“Mr. Peters,” Gregory repeated unnecessarily, His heart was
going like a trip hammer. He wanted to turn and run out the
gate again, but he remembered the dull prospect of the muddy
road running off hopelessly through the dun fields. “Mr. Peters,”
he said. “Is he the boss?’

“He’s the boss,” said the man calmly. Then he added, “What’s
your name?”

Gregory blinked at him, the world revolved, his heart ham-
mered. “John Gregory,” he said. It was the first time he had told
anyone his name since he left Washington. He waited a moment,
having spoken, but the man went back to his sandwich and there
was nothing for Gregory to do but turn away and walk slowly,
with dragging feet, over the mud of the yard toward the door of
the factory and Mr. Peters.

Mr. Peters hired him. In May 1945, he hired everything that
walked in the door and offered itself to him. He alrcady had, on
his pay roll, three boys back from the war with what people were
learning to call psychoneuroses. And he was under no illusion
whatever about why the middle-aged man sitting across from
him, who wanted a job, licked his lips before hc answered any
question and played continually with the brim of his hat. He
claimed to have worked in a machine shop before, but Mr. Peters
was hardly encouraged to discover that this had been during the
summer vacations when he was going to college, approximately
twenty-five years ago. (Mr. Peters had long since got past the
point of wondering why a college man wanted unskilled work
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from him. He’d got past it, specifically, in 1931.) And one shrewd
glance had told him that, though the man’s nails were dirty
and broken, his hands were uncallused and incapable-looking.
But Mr. Peters had, during the past three years, come more and
more to act upon one simple axiom—that half a man is better
than none. So he hired this man and told him to report to the
shipping room, where he could help crate up the shell noses, the
marine oil burners, and the locomotive parts that Jennings Engi-
neering was turning out.

“Now?” the man asked him.

“That’s right,” Mr. Peters said. “We’re working four hours
overtime this afternoon. That’ll give you time and a half. Or you
can wait till Monday, if you want. But you might as well start
now and make your time and a half.”

“Yes,” said Gregory, and got up blankly. Mr. Peters explained
again where the shipping room was, gave Gregory a slip of paper,
and told him the name of the foreman to give it to.

“Yes,” said Gregory again, but he still did not go. He could
feel Mr. Peters getting a little impatient, but there was something
he had to say. He took a deep breath, blurted it out. “My name
is John Gregory.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Peters, “I have that.”

Gregory turned and went out the door, past Mr. Peters’ secre-
tary, the girl at the switchboard, the dozen or so others of the
office help—girls in sweaters, men in shiny blue serge. He started
down the stairs. The break for lunch was over, the machines had
begun to clank below him, he was terrified. Halfway down he
stopped, hoping desperately some way of escape would open, but
there was no way out but down the stairs, down into the noise
and the strangeness. Then the door at the foot swung open, and
a young man ran lightly upstairs toward him. Gregory went on
then, went hastily down, pushed open the door, and came out
into the room where the big machines rolled themselves about.
He only wanted to get out now, get out and get away. He hesi-
tated, looking around for the right door. As he stood there pre-
paring for flight, the man whom he had spoken to in the yard
came over and took the slip of paper from Gregory’s fingers. He
read it, nodded, not trying to speak over the clamor of the ma-
chines, and led Gregory through a swing door.
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“Where ? Gregory began.

“Right here,” said his mentor, swung open another door, and
took him back into noise.

A round man with liquid brown eyes and a grin came up. “Hi,
Cap,” he said.

“Here’s John Gregory,” said the man addressed as Cap. “Bill
Peters just hired him,” and he handed over the slip of paper.
“This is Tony Ruggiero, Greg, he’s your foreman in shipping.”
He nodded and went out the door, back to his machines.

Gregory stared at Tony in absolute panic. He wanted to say
that he had to get out, that it was all a mistake, it was absurd to
think he could do anything so difficult, so degrading, so difficult,
S0 But he couldn’t get the words out. So when Tony trans-
ferred his grin to him and said, “O.K., Greg, glad to see you,”
there was nothing he could do but go along with him, and set to
work on the thankless and splintery task of crating up the intri-
cate, anonymous objects the machines had spawned.

He worked all afternoon at it, and when the bell shrilled out
again, Tony told him that he was getting the hang of it nicely.
He stood wiping his forehead with a dirty handkerchief held in
one aching hand, and deep within him something stirred, some-
thing strange, an emotion he had not felt for years—or ever?—
and that was yet not completely unfamiliar. Could it be pride?
When he walked out of the door of the Jennings Engineering
Plant, he was a man with a job.

But he wasn’t, of course, a man with a home. Going out of the
factory was all right; he didn’t mind leaving the cement-(loored
room and the piles of crates that would be loaded on trucks that
night, he didn’t mind at all the idea of coming back there on
Monday. He stopped on the vestigial pavement outside the fac-
tory fence not because leaving was important and symbolic, but
because he didn’t know where to go next. Tony passed him and
said, “Good night,”” and the young man he’d noticed cating his
lunch with Cap, who was Tony’s nephew back from Tulagi, nod-
ded. They were friendly, their voices were calm with good will,
and they undoubtedly would have helped him if he had asked
them to suggest a place where he could get a room. But it didn’t
occur to him to ask them. It was impossible for him to under-
stand that his problem could be of concern to anyone else, that
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anyone in the world could take an interest in him and help him
out. It was not that he distrusted people. Even after knowing
Rico and Mirs. Grandi in Key West, he did not distrust people.
But it did not seem likely to him that he was real enough, that he
cast enough of a shadow in the human world, to impinge on any-
one else’s perceptions.

His rescuer, therefore, by the familiar paradox, would have to
be someone of great and delicate perceptions, someone who could
divine by pure intuition what was troubling this poor and dis-
tressed human spirit, and who, having learned this, would go fur-
ther—would not only understand, but would put himself to the
infinite inconvenience of helping another man. Not knowing how
much of a miracle he demanded, knowing only that if he was not
helped he could not help himself, unable to take the gross step of
communicating in the easy verbal way with words worn smooth
by millions of lips, Gregory hung outside the factory gate, able to
go only a yard past it toward the great world.

In perhaps three minutes his rescuer came out. There was
nothing dramatic about it. To Cap Richards, Gregory was simply
a man he had helped a bit, and somehow, by so doing, incurred
an obligation to help a bit more. “Hello, Greg,” he said. “Did
you make out all right?”

Gregory turned his eyes away from Tony and his nephew
piling into an old Chevrolet with three companions. “Yes,
thanks,” he said. “At least I think so.”

“That’s good. Where are you staying? Do you have a room
someplace?”

“No,” said Gregory simply. Cap had started walking and
Gregory fell into step with him, but his heart was beating pain-
fully and he breathed rank air through a fog of anxiety as he
waited for what Cap might say next.

It was all right, but he almost couldn’t believe it. Cap said
matter-of-factly, “Then you’d better come along with me. My
sister’s got a room empty. It’s clean and it’s handy, and for thir-
teen dollars a week she’ll give you your meals besides—breakfast
and dinner and put up a lunch for you. I tell you the rate right
off so you'll know. It’s not cheap, but food’s hard to get now,
some of it, and she says it’s going up. Do you want to come?”

“I——" said Gregory, and swallowed hard. “Yes,” he went on,
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but for a minute or two that was all he could manage. Then his
voice was all right and he said, “Thanks very much,” but he
couldn’t look at Cap yet because his eyes were still full of tears.

A block or two farther on he said, “Will it be all right with
your sister? I haven’t—I haven’t a bag, or anything. I haven’t—
even got a clean shirt.”

“It’ll be all right,” said Cap. “I’ll tell her it’s all right. And the
stores are open till nine this evening. I’ll take you downtown after
dinner and you can get a shirt—what you need. Do you have
enough money?” His voice hesitated a little over the last ques-
tion.

“I have about forty dollars,” said Gregory.

Cap nodded and they walked on in silence.

His room was on the third floor of the big shabby gabled
brown house. It had once, presumably, been a maid’s room—or
rather, a room for the hired girl. But that would have been in an
era when a hired girl’s soul was considered as transcendent and
expandable as anyone else’s, and when a hired girl’s body nor-
mally sat down and ate with the family after dishing up the
dinner at noon into the blue willowware and setting it on the
round table in the dining room. It was a very pleasant room,
quite bare, and with a faded and minutely patterned wallpaper,
a white-painted iron bed, a Boston rocker, a round hooked rug, a
bureau with a marble top, and a matching commode supporting
a hand-painted pitcher, washbowl, and soap dish. A huck hand
towel and a bath towel (the bathroom was on the floor below)
hung on a towel rack beside it. There was a narrow crack of a
closet which held three wire clothes hangers. They were ample
for Gregory’s wardrobe, and the room was ample for his spirit.

It reduced the necessary business of living to a decent mini-
mum. Here one could sleep, could sit down and rest, could keep
clean, could tidy one’s possessions out of sight, with the least pos-
sible fuss. That tyrant, the body, was not allowed to encroach an
inch upon the time and territory that should be free of his im-
portunities. Discomfort was avoided because discomfort awoke
nagging muscles and nerves to disturb the mind. But the mean
luxuries of comfort and indulgence, each dragging another in its
train, each swallowing inch by inch further and further strips of
the country of the mind—these were denied. You could sit down
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here and read, you could sit down and think, you could sit down
and meditate upon the maple leafing out beyond the window.
But you could not sit down here and lounge into sloth to the
blaring of the radio. In this room sloth was still one of the deadly
sins,

Not that Gregory was, in the accepted sense, busy as Cap Rich-
ards, for instance, was. Cap had the kind of skill with his me-
chanic’s hands that, in gardening, is called a green thumb. He
repaired electric appliances and provided them with small in-
genious improvements; he tinkered with lawn mowers and
straightened out the bent wheel of a tricycle belonging to little
Nora Daley next door; above all, he whittled, concocting with
his big four-bladed knife the most delicate feats of carving. Greg-
ory, watching him, could suddenly understand the taste of the
mechanically minded 188os for the horrible filigree work with
which their citizens adorned their houses—it must have been such
fun to figure out how it was done!

Gregory himself attempted none of this constant activity. His
battered, sore hands that were so unwillingly learning their tasks
at Jennings lay idle. He would sit in his chair with them folded
in his lap, looking at the maple and rocking. He would lie on the
bed, his shoes removed so as not to soil the white counterpane,
and look at the maple. Occasionally he would join Cap tinkering
away in the kitchen or on the back porch and watch him word-
lessly, deriving some deep content, some healing, simply from ab-
sorbing the skill of Cap’s hands at work on wood or metal. But
such companionship, such content, was too potent an emotional
tension for him to bear very long. Sooner or later he would go
back to his room, back to the window, back to the great green
gilded tree outside, and sit and rock quietly while the spring
wind, the breezes of early summer, moved manifest in the leaves.

What did be think about? He did not, particularly, think at all.
It was more passive. He was not thinking, he was being thought.
The I within him had been stretched too far and put to tasks
beyond its capacity, farfetched and meaningless disciplines whose
very existence—much more their exercise and elaboration—was
a constant tour de force. It had been stretched until it had splin-
tered brittlely into half a hundred hard jangling bits of person-
ality, none of which was big enough to provide a significant clue
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to the real shape of the man named John Gregory. Now, in the
peaceful late light of afternoon between the time when Jennings’
electric bell jangled the end of the day and the time when Cap’s
sister, Mrs. Wood, struck the Chinese gong for six o’clock dinner,
in the long twilight evenings and the mornings when the waking
day became immanent in the maple, now these unrelated bits of
what Gregory had been were beginning to melt together. Noth-
ing was being re-formed, not yet, but the hopeless, uncompromis-
ing, jagged edges that tore the fingers trying to fit them together
were disappearing. Some hitherto unknown warmth was smooth-
ing the broken roughness into bright liquid drops of anonymous
metal—metal for recasting, redrawing, reforging.

The first medicine, the first precipitate of healing, was memory.
The great tree outside transformed the world. Its boughs shaped
and limited the sky. Its leaves made of the sun not an impersonal
force of physics, but a particular minute botanical datum, the
life of the dainty finite complication of greenness that clothed the
tree. Tutelary deity, phallic and upstanding, it was also the femi-
nine promise of rest, of form, of containedness. Lying in bed in
the morning, looking into the green world, Gregory began to
create the memories that had lain so long folded small, crushed
shapelessly together, out of mind, out of sight.

“Once upon a time there was a boy who found a dead wood-
chuck, just dead, I guess, at any rate gone limp but not cold.
(But it was summer, it could not have been cold, it was lying in
the sun and the sun was hot.) He was limp and there was a fly
on his nose, and the boy knew what it was to be dead. It was to
be limp.

“The clothes that hung limp on the line were dead. But in
spring the wind filled them, snapped them, blew them out hard,
and for a while they were alive and danced. And the fish that
lived in the river were blown into their sleek torpedo shapes by
the water running and running, by the current, sustained by the
pressure. They died in the air because the pressure was gone,
there was nothing to hold them steady. They rotted into death
in the soft air.

“So life was a force that blew and blew and filled this and that,
the fish and the woodchuck and the clothes and himself, they all
had a little piece of it for a while, sustained by the pressure, by
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the wind of life. You could die because the mouth that the wind
blew upon, blew in through, was closed against the wind, because
you grew frightened and drew it shut, pulling the drawstring
tighter and lighter to let in less and less, until what you permitted
to enter was no longer enough, not enough to blow you out strong
and terrible and proud, dancing on the wind. And you collapsed
into limpness. That was one way of death.

“But the other was when, by itself, for its own reasons and its
own laws, the wind dropped for a second around you, as it sud-
denly drops on a March day, and everything plunges into still-
ness. So if you did not kill yourself, you died later like that, in the
icy truth of stillness.

“And the boy wondered about the woodchuck. How could a
woodchuck die the first way? It was only people who did that.
The wind must have dropped just there 2 moment ago—— (He
knew now, remembering the hot sun, that it need not have been
a moment ago, but he thought then that he had not seen by just
a fraction of time.) And he felt the wind blowing so strong, so
proud, within himself, blowing him taller, and he thought, ‘But
I have enough to give some away. I know I have enough. I must
give it away, it is more than I can use.” And he stretched out his
hand and put it on the woodchuck’s head and said, ‘Arise.’

“And there in the sun in the meadow in the hot smell of daisies
and the half weeds, half flowers, the wild carrot and yarrow and
buttercups and mullein, terror awoke. The wind that should have
blown through him, out of his finger tips into the small dead
furry body, could not break through the flesh, the counterforce
sprang up, the resistance, terror. He had not known that was
what terror was. It was the fright of the flesh, the shriek of pain
from the fiber that would be violated by the passage of the spirit.
Yes, the wind within was big and proud, there was too much,
more than he could use, but he could not free it and use it this
way. The insulation of the flesh was too strong and stubborn. The
wind would have to mount and mount, by squares and cubes and
higher powers, the flesh would have to refine itself under the
inner wisdom of this pressure, comb itself into a pattern of stress,
delicate, interlocking, veined with power, before the interstices so
created could open this way in primary contact with the world. If
he had more power than he could use, he had impossibly not



g6 THE QUESTION OF GREGORY

enough for this thing. ‘Lazarus, come forth!” And after four
days

XBut the terror had been understood and conquered by then,
had become something else, an instrument for its own defeat.
While for him, the boy in the field, it grew beyond proportion
horrible, bursting up to the sky, and he drew back his hand as if
he’d been burned. A little breeze came then and ruffled the fur on
the animal, blowing it apart, showing the skin, and then he was
only sorry for it, he wanted to cry for the woodchuck. All the
knowledge and exaltation contracted to this small sentimental
emotion, and instead of resurrecting it, he buried the woodchuck
—quickly, shallowly, because by the time he had halfway scrab-
bled a hole, he was bored, remembering that he had come out to
go fishing and feeling his intention nagging at him to hurry.”

One day when he had been working at Jennings awhile—more
than a week, but how much more he wasn’t sure—he looked up
from his eternal nailing and hammering to find Mr. Peters beside
him. He looked at him for a moment, startled, and wondering.
Was something more to be asked of him? What message did Mr.
Peters bear, what command? He straightened up and put down
the hammer. His hand lingered on it, waiting for the order to
leave it forever.

And Mr. Peters did say, “Greg, you've operated a drill, haven’t
you?”’

Gregory supposed he must have said so, though he couldn’t rc-
mempber either saying it or at any time actually undertaking such
a job. But Peters did not mix people up and, because of his faith
in the man, Gregory nodded.

“Come on in here then. Let’s see you use a single spindle.”” He
looked over Gregory’s shoulder, nodded at Tony, and led Greg-
ory through the pocket of stillness that was the stair well into the
shop.

The clamor here was different from the banging in the ship-
ping room, the whine of the steel taper. That noise was individual
and unrelated, incidental. But in the machine shop the noise was
part of the making: it peeled off the drills like the bright curls of
steel that spun with the bits, it echoed the heavy drive of the
boring mills, and, muffled by the stream of mahogany oil, none-
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theless spiraled thinly from the screw machines and turret lathes.
Walking through it occasionally, Gregory had been frightened,
and now he expected to be more frightened than ever at the idea
of becoming a part of this constant noisy act of creation.

But it was with excitement that he was shaking as Mr. Peters
repeated the things he must know already if he was to be able to
run the machine at all; when he took the flat triangles of steel
wedged into the wooden makeshift (there were too few of them
to bother with a jig) his hands took charge by themselves. Yes,
we’ve done this before, they seemed to say, we know how even if
you don’t. They moved independently of him, with dexterity and
grace, the steel flowed into proper contact with the machine, the
bit leaped down to drill, the song of metal biting into metal
sprang up and held for a moment—just long enough—and
Gregory, as if playing by ear, lifted the drill, shifted the work
beneath it, and brought it down again.

“O.K.!"” said Mr. Peters. Gregory heard surprise in his voice,
but he heard pleasure too.

“I guess it’s like riding a bike,” he said, “if you once know how,
you don’t forget.” Finishing the piece, he felt as proud of the
banal small change of conversation as of his unexpected ability.
He stopped the machine and grinned at Peters shyly. “After all,”
he went on, “I did nothing else for four months one summer, and
the year after that I worked a radial.” The queer thing was that
he could remember it perfectly, now. And yet there was some-
thing wrong with the memory, too, he realized—for he’d always
thought of himself as rather a bad workman. He’d resented the
job—a Polack’s job, a Hunky’s job. He’d taken it for the money.
That was in the last war (or the first war). He’d been seventeen
or eighteen, half wanting to volunteer, half glad so many of the
upperclassmen were gone from the campus that youngsters his
age, who normally would have been pretty much unknown, had
blossomed two years early into fame. But in order to go on blos-
soming, he’d had to work in the summers. And the factories paid
twice what a respectable white-collar job did. He’d made thirty-
five dollars a week—almost what he was making now. He’d hated
it, though, he’d always thought, hated the noise and the smell and
the immigrant workers jabbering their own tongue around him,
hated it with the unequivocal snobbery of the very young and
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very shy. While he’d been ashamed of the snobbery later, he’d
never penetrated behind it, never really understood what he’d
felt.

Only now, watching his own 